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PREF  AC  E, 


X  HOPE  my  fincere  defign  and 
endeavor  have  been  to  glorify  God  and 
ferve  my  generation  during  the  numerous 
years  of  my  miniftry  ;  being  fully  convin¬ 
ced,  that  not  days,  and  months,  and  years, 
but  attempts  for  ufetulnefs,  fhould  meafure 
the  duration  of  all,  but  efpecially  of  the 
Preachers  of  the  everlafting  Gofpel,  whofe 
time  and  labors  are  profeffedly  and  direct¬ 
ly  to  be  confecrated  to  the  honor  of  God, 
and  the  good  of  fouls. 

The  following  Collection  of  Poems, 
compofed  at  different  times,  and  in  intervals 
of  leifure,  I  hope,  are  calculated  for  afford¬ 
ing  fome  degree  of  benefit  and  pleafure, 
efpecially  to  younger  minds.  The  collec¬ 
tion  confifts  of  two  parts,  the  Verfification 
of  Seled  Portions  of  Scripture,  and  the 

Verfification  of  remarkable  Occurrences. 

£ 


vi 


P  R  E  FAC  E. 


As  to  the  feleft  Portions  of  Scripture, 
turned  into  verfe,  I  have  not  offered  them 
to  the  public  under  any  apprehenfion  that 
they  will  be  better  underftood  in  a  poetical 
form  than  in  their  own  native  fimplicity  in 
profe,  but  becaufe  the  exhibition  of  them 
in  rhyme  and  metre  appeared  to  me  to  bebefi: 
fitted  for  impiefling  their  divine  truths  upon 
the  minds  of  young  perfons,  and  fixing  them 
there.  Pei  haps  if  parents  were  to  make 
the  experiment  they  would  find  that  their 
children  will  be  more  ready  to  get  by  heart, 
and  will  more  durably  retain  in  their  mem¬ 
ories  divine  inftruflions  in  verfe,  than  when 
they  are  delivered  to  them  in  profe.  This 
may  have  been  one  principal  reafon  why 
E)r.  Watts  s  fongs  for  children  have  met 
with  fuch  general  acceptance,  and,  may  J 

not  tiuly  add,  have  done  fo  much  fervicein 
the  world  ? 

As  to  the  remarkable  occurrences  ip 
verfe,  which  almoft  fill  up  the  remainder  of 
the  ftreets,  fome  of  them  are  gathered  from 
converfation,  and  fome  from, reading.  All 
of  them  contain,  if  I  miftake  not,  a  moral 
inftru&ion,  though  as  to  fome  of  the  ftories 
they  may  not  be  exa&ly  true,  and  may  have 
received  fome  enlargements  to  render  them 
the  more  forcible  and  ftriking.  Should 
there  be  here  and  there  one  among  the  re- 


Rition$,  the  fruit  of  my  own  invention,  and 
therefore  not  entitled  to  the  name  of  re¬ 
markable  occurrences ;  yet  I  am  perfuaded 
there  is  not  one  of  them  beyond  the  line  of 
probability,  and  which  may  not  have  beea 
realized  byfafts  of  a  fimilar  nature,* 

It  will  be  a  great  pleafure  to  me  if  the 
following  mifcellany  ftiould  prove  in  any 
degree  ufeful.  That  it  might  be  fo  I  have 
taken  fome  pains,  and  fhall  follow  the  pub¬ 
lication  with  my  fervent  prayers. 

T.  GIBBONS, 


January  i,  1781* 
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PROVERBS  VII. 


The  wiles  of  the  harlot  defer  ibed ,  and 
young  men  warned  of  the  danger 
cf  yielding  to  them . 

nr1 

JL  HUS  fpake  the  Monarch  great  and  wifes 
My  Son,  regard  what  Iadvife  ; 

In  the  receives  of  thine  heart  ’ 

Lodge  the  kind  counfds  I  impart  y 
Obferve  my  flatutes,  and  receive 
The  bleffings  they  are  fare  to  give  ; 

Nor  let  the  apple  of  thine  eye 
Be  kept  more  fafe,  or  prized  more  high  : 
On  parchments  on  thy  fingers  bound 
Be  all  my  admonitions  found. 

And  on  the  tablet  of  thine  heart 
Grave  them,  nor  let  them  thence  depart* 


12'  Gibbons’s  poems. 

jf  hen  lo  !  (he  met  him  on  the  way 
Drefs  d  in  the  trumpet’s  loofe  array  j; 

Her  fpeech  not  honey’s  felf  more  fweetr 
Her  foul  the  mazes  of  deceit  ; 

Her  accent  loud,  her  geiture  bol  d, 

Her  pleafure  not  to  be  control’d  : 

Unitable,  fugitive  her  feet, 

Now  in  the  doors,  now  in  the  ftreet ; 

J-ow  at  each  corner  plies  the  Quean, 

■Uager  to  fee  and  to  be  feen  :  ^ 

She  clafps  the  youth  with  fond  embrace. 

And  prints  her  kiifes  on  his  Face  • 

Then  thus  with  an  unbluihing  cheek 

ih  audacious  wanton  dar’d  to  fpeak— 

from  f  P0JfMe  notice  of  her  hatband,, 
■who  would  not  return  till  the  next  new  moon  ; 
that  is ,  for  a  whole  month.  By  the  wav,, 
what  is  rendered  in  verfe  19  the  good  man, 
might  be  better  tranflated  the  man.  The 
man  ;  not  my  hujband, for  Jhe  was  difnonour- 
tn^.t he  relation,  and  by  her  conduct  Jhewin r: 
Jhe  had  no  regard  for  him  as  his  wife,  and 
cared  not  what  cruelty  Jhe  praftijedf  againjl 
him.  I  he  man  ;  not  my  hujband,  lejl  by  the 
mention  of  her  hujband  the  youth  Jhould  be  a- 
wakened  into  ferious  thought  of  the  horrible 
iniquity  he  was  tempted  to  commit,  Jlart  back 
fr°m  if  and  ef cape  the fnare  jhe  was  laying 

jiG’f'  aim* 
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«  This  day  I  paid  toheav’n  my  vows,  ( c) 
And  facred  dainties  fill  my  houfe, 

To  {hare  with  me  the  fumptous  feaft 
44  I  came  t*  invite  thee  formy  gueft  5 
44  And  now  my  painful  fearch  is  crown’d, 

44  The  dailing  of  my  foul  is  found  ! 
u  Tapeftry  arrays  my  bed  of  love, 

44  With  fculpture  fwells  the  proud  alcove 
44  The  ffleets  of  Egypt's  fofteft  thread, 

44  To  heighten  our  delight,  are  fpread  ! 

44  T’  improve  the  blifs,  Arabia  yields 
44  The  products  of  her  fpicy  fields, 

44  Wide  to  diffufe  their  choice  perfume, 

44  And  J)lefs  the  coucii,  and  blefs  the  room* 

44  Come  then,  my  charmer  !  let  us  prove 
34  Thro’  the  whole  night  the  joys  of  love  ! 

55  The  man  can  be  no  fort  of  bar  ; 

44  He’s  gone  a  journey  wide  and  far  y 
44  And  to  procure  himfelf  fupplies 
44  Of  ev’ry  kind  of  merchandize, 

44  A  bag  enrich’d  with  gold  he  bore, 

44  Nor  will  he  end  his  trading  tour 

(c )  Dr.  Patrick  under /lands  the  peace- 
offerings  of  offerings  of  thankfgiving  former- 
eks  obtained.  44  Such  facrifices ,  ( adds  he) 
were  to  be  of  the  bed,  and  the  greateji  part  of 
them  fell  to  the  jhare  of  the  fer/on  who  offer¬ 
ed  them ,  which  was  fvfficient  to  furnifh  a  lib - 
sral  entertainment  to  his  friends  ” 


fx  (HBBONS’s  poems. 

“  ™  n,ew  m6?n,  this  night  begun, 
rhs  thio  its  various  changes  run, 
sc  "“d.ev’ry  ray  and  (park  of  light, 
are  blotted  from  the  fight/* 

By  her  fair  fpeech  the  youth  (he  caught 
ho  fatally  the  flatt’ry  wrought, 

Like  poifon  thro’  his  veins  it  dole,- 
oeduced,  deprav’d,  fubdued  his  foul  : 
After  th  enchantrefs  ftraight  he  goes, . 

.,,or  Iuin,/ear»  nor  danger  knows, 
lo  daughter  fo  proceeds  the  ox. 

And  fo  the  fool  t’  endure  the  flocks  : 

I  ill  through  his  liver  (hikes  a  dart  j 
Or  wheedled  by  the  fowler’s  art, 
oo  the  bird  ruflies  on  the  fnare. 

Nor  once  fufp, efts  that  death  is  there. 


Then  hear  me,  all  ye  youthful  tribe*. 
My  counfels  let  your  fouls  imbibe  : 

O,  never  from  fair  Virtue’s  line 
Into  the  harlot’s  maze  decline,  - 
Nor  from  your  duty  dare  to  flray,- 
Where  her  falfe  meteor  leads  the  way. 
Numbers  have  felt  her  ctuel  wound/, 
Jhat  laid  them  bleeding  on  the  ground  y 
And  many  a  hero,  who  defy’d 
All  other  foes,  by  her  have  dy’d- 
Her  houfe,  with  flow’ry  pleafures  flrow’d. 
*s  tile  grave  an  open  road  ; 

While,  from  the  poifon  of  her  breath*, 
Miue  the  firfl  and  fecond  death  J 
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*The  Pharisee  rebuked ,  and  the  penitent 
^Sinner pardoned  and  comforted,  Luke 
vii.  36.  to  the  end. 

WHENfrom  the  glorious  world  above, 
Upon  his  embaffy  of  love, 

The  Son  of  God  to  men  came  down, 

From  houfe  to  houfe,  from  town  to  towu5 
He  wide  diffufed  among  our  race 
His  words  of  life,  and  works  of  grace. 
Upon  a  day  a  Pharifee 
To  dinner  alk’d  his  company  : 

Jesus  comply’d  with  his  requeft, 

And  at  his  board  became  his  gueft  ; 

When,  lo  !  a  woman  of  the  place, 

Whofe  name  was  branded  with  difgrace. 
Well-knowing  whither  he  withdrew, 
Enter’d,  appear’d  in  open  view. 

And,  with  the  choiceft  unguents  fraught, 
A  box  of  alabafter  brought : 

Obferving  where  our  lord  reclined, 

With  gentle  (teps  fhe  came  behind. 

And,  bowing  o’er  him,  waffrd  with  tears 
His  feet,  and  wiped  them  with  hei  hairs  : 
Then  o’er  them  pour’d  the  rich  perfume* 
That  with  its  fragrance  fill’d  the  room. 

The  Pharifee  the  fcene  furvey’d^ 

And  to  himfelf  in  fecret  faid — 

44  Were  he  a  prophet,  doubtlefs  hs 
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•  ?:  6 

*c  Had  been  forwarn’d  by  deity, 

66  Who,  what  this  woman  is,  nor  been 
“  So  much  as  touch’d  by  fetch  a  Quean  ^ 

Cf  A  flagrant  prottitute,  whofe  name 
■“  Is  cover’d  with  the  fouled  fhame.” 

Jesus,  to  whofe  divine  furvey 
/His  hidden  foul  all  open  lay, 
rl  hus  met  his  thoughts."  To  you,  my  friend* 
“  I’ll  fomething  fav,  would  you  attend.” 

Mafter,  fay  on,  the  hod  rejoin’d, 
cc  And  freely  utter  all  your  mind.” 

The  Saviour  then.  "  Two  perfons  ran 
<c  In  debt  with  the  fame  afiluant  man  : 

66  Five  hundred  pence  were  due  from  one, 
“  From  t’other  but  the  tenth  atone  : 

Ci  The  creditor  required  his  right, 

"  But  neither  could  difcharge  a  mite, 

“  On  which  his  books  he  kindly  croft’d  : 

“  Which  of  the  two,  now  fay  my  hod, 
u  Will  love  his  benefador  mod  ?” 

'Simon- return’d,  "  afluredly  he 
cc  From  the  much  laiger  debt  fet  free, 

"  If  I  the  cafe  aright  decide.” 
cc  Well  haPc  thoujudg’d,”ourLoRD  reply’d: 
Then  to  the  woman,  turning  round, 

Whofe  eyes  were  cad  upon  the  ground, 

<c  Simon ,  dod  thou  that  Sinner  fee? 

Though  held  in  fuch  contempt  by  thee; 

“  Yet  the  more  love  to  me  has  fhown, 
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««  And  done  far  more  than  thou  had  done  : 
«<  When  at  your  board  I  took  my  feat, 

«  You  brought  no  water  for  my  feet ; 

•  “  But  file  has  bathed  them  with  her  tears, 

“  And  wiped  them  with  her  flowing  hairs 
ec  VvThen  you  received  me  for  a  gueff, 

«  No  kind  faiute  your  love  exprefs’d  ; 

“  But  fhe  hath  fcarce  one  moment  mifs’d 
<s  In  which  my  feet  file  hath  not  kifs  d  1 
“  Not  ev’n  the  common  oil  was  filed 
«  By  you  t’exhilcrate  my  head  j 
«  But  file  her  aromatic  fweet 
“  Has  pour’d  profu(e.&  drench’d  my  feet. (cf) 
«  I  therefore  as  the  voice  of  heav’n 

(d)  In  the  fpeech  of  our  Lord  to  the  Phari- 
fee,  in  the  44,  45,  and 46,  -verfes ,  we  have  a 
mojl  forcible  and  Jlriking  contrajl.  He  tells 
Simon  that  the  woman  had  wafhed  his  feet 
with  her  tears,  while  he  had  not  fupplied  him 
with  Jo  much  as  common  water  for  the  purpofe; 
that  the  woman  from  the  time  he  came  in  had 
not  ceafed  to  kifs  his  feet,  whereas  the  Phari- 
fee  had  not  given  him  fo  much  as  a  kifs  of  ci- 
mility  :  and,  that  the  woman  had  annointed 
his  feet  with  the  riche fl  unguents,  while  he 
had  not  afforded  him  jo  much  as  ordinary  oil 
for  his  head . 

Ifff  the  Word  of  Gnnwe  have ,  amor ?  oth¬ 
er  excellencies ,  examples  of  the  bright ejt  and 

C 
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Pronounce  her  countlefs  crimes  torgiv!n  \ 
A  mazing  grace  her  God  reveals  j 
Amazing  love  her  bofom  •feels  : 

“  theirs  is  but  a  fainter  touch 
“  Who  have  not  been  remitted  much. 
Daughter,!  fay  again,  kind  heav’n 
Has  all  thy  countlefs  crimes  forgiven. ,f 

The  guefls  were  ftartled  at  the  found. 
And  fent  their  thoughts  in  whifpers  round  t 
“  What,  will  this  man  too  fins  forgive, 
tc  And  feize  on  God’s  prerogative 
Jesus  no  obfervations  made. 

But  to  the  woman  kindly  faid, 

“  Thy  faith  hath  faved  thee.  Go  In  peace3 
“  Nor  let  thy  grateful  praifes  ceafe.” 

mofi  beautiful  figures  of  rhetoric,  and  on 
this  account ,  as  well  as  much  greater  confider - 
ationsyit  deferves  our  conjlant perufal. 
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The  good  Samaritan, 

Luke  x.  25 — 28. 

WHEN  the  great  Son  of  God  came  down 
To  make  our  path  of  duty  known, 

A  fcribe  with  felf  importance  fraught, 

Who  Mofes*  Laws  explain’d  and  taught, 
One  day  (food  up  our  Lord  to  try 
In  queftions  of  Theology. 

41  Master,  inform  me  what  to  do, 

What  courfe  of  life  I  fhould  purfue 
u  That,  when  this  fleeting  life  is  o’er, 

44  I  may  attain  the  heav’nly  (bore  ?” 
ii  How  does  the  law  of  God  decide  ? 

44  How  readeft:  thou  ?”  the  faviour  cry’d. 
The  lawyer  inflantly  rejoin’d, 

44  With  all  thine  heart,  &  ftrength,and  mind 
44  To  love  the  Lord  who  reigns  above, 

44  And  as  thyfelf  thy  neighbor  love 
u  The  law  requires.”  “  Thine  anfwer  right 
44  CJesus  return’d)  this  to  the  height 
44  Of  the  command  through  all  thy  days 
44  Obferved,  to  heav’n  thy  foul  (hall  raife.” 

The  lawyer  hearing  the  reply, 

Eager  himfelf  to  juftify, 

Demands,  44  My  Neighbour ,  who  is  he  ?” 

44  Who,  faid  the  Saviour,  learn  from  me> 

44  A  certain  man  effay’d  to  go 
6iYtqm  Solyma  to  Jericho 


20 
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Arul,  as  he  journey’d,  by  a  crew 
“  Ot  ruffians,  who  no  mercy  knew, 

“  Wasfeized  and  dripp’d  and  maim’d  &  left 
“  Helplefs,  almoft  of  life  bereft  : 

It  chanced  a  certain  Priefl  came  by. 

Beheld  him  in  his  tnifery  lie  ; 

*’  Beheld,  but  with  a  marble  mind, 

*'  Wheel  d  oh,  and  left  the  man  behind. 

“  A  Levite  next  approach’d  the  place, 

“  And  faw  the  wretched  Suff  ’ ’rer’s  cafe  j 
“  Saw,  but  no  kind  of  mercy  fliow’d, 

“  Quick  turn’d  away,  and  kept  his  road, 

“  Last  came  there  a  Samaritan  :■ 
i4  No  looner  had  he  fpy’d  the  man 
“  i’han  all  his  foul  compadron  felt, 

“  His  eyes,  his  heart  with  pity  melt  : 

“  Alighting  from  his  deed  he  bound 
45  With  his  own  handseachgufhing  wound  : 
64  Nor  wine  nor  oil  his  bounty  fpared  : 

44  1  hen  with  the  tendered  arms  he  rear’d 
44  The  mangled  cripple  on  his  horfe, 

“  Convey’d  him  in  a  gentle  courfe 
44  To  a  contiguous  inn,  and  there 
“  Secured  him  ev’ry  needful  care. 

“  When  the  next  morn  had  Ihed  its  ray, 

54  Ere  he  proceeded  on  his  way, 

14  He  gave  the  holt  a  fum  in  hand, 

44  And  on  him  laid  a  drift  command 
84  To  furnifh  what  the  man  Ihould  want, 
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{£  And  if  the  money  proved  too  fcant, 

«  On  his  return  he  pledg’d  his  word 
“  To  pay  all  further  charge  incurr’d.. 

cc  Say,  who  was  neighbour  to  the  man, 

«  Prieft ,  Levite ,  or  Samaritan  V’ 

«  The  man  whofe  heart  with  mercy  glow’d 
“  And  all  this  tender  pity  fhow’d,”  _ 

The  lawyer  anfwer’d— Christ  rejoin  d, 

*«  Go  thou,  and  be-  as  good  and  kind.  * 
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The  DREAMS  of  a  LONG  life  of  SENSUALI¬ 
TY  dijfolved  by  sudden  death. 

Luke  xii.  1 6 — 32. 

Lord  of  wordiinefs  to  (how 
The  evii  and  the  foily  too, 

Aiij  teach  us,  fired  with  views  fublime. 
Above  t'nefe  lower  feenes  to  climb, 

1  hus  fpoke.  Prodigious  plenty  crown’d 
A  rich  man  s  wide  extended  ground  t 
His  trees  luxuriant  fruitage  bore, 

His  vats  with  wines  were  flooded  o’er  • 

Tne  feed  he  fow’d  in  golden  grain 
Autumnal  harvefts  gave  again 
It)  vait  tncreafe  t  when  thus  the  man 
Tho’t  with  himfelf,  44  whatcourfe?  whatplan 
46  Shall  I  adopt  ?  So  fwells  my  flore 
a  hat  there  remains  no  room  for  more  t 
■■  This  I’m  refolv’d — my  barns  around 
Shall  ah  be  level!  d  with  the  ground 
S£  And  in  their  head  new  ranges  rife 
44  Of  greater  flrength  and  larger  fize, 

44  Where  in  uncrowded  room  I’ll  pi|e 
44  The  growing  treafures  of  my  toil  : 

44  All  labour  then  afide  I’ll  lay, 

41  And  to  my  foul  exulting  fay, 

44  Come  reft,  my  foul,  ear,drink,be  gay  (e) 

( e )  The  Pqf age  in  the  Greek,  which  is 
rendered  in  cur  ir (inflation >  take  thin<j  eafe, 
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<c  Por  rich  delights , are  ftored  for  thee  ^ 

“  Through  long,  long  bleft  futurity  ?” 

Thus  fpake  the  man;  when  from  the  (kies 
The  voice  of  God  in  thunder  flies  * 

“  Thou  fool,  before  the  morning  light, 

“  Thy  naked  foul  fhall  take  its  flight 
“  To  worlds  unknown,  then  whofe  (hall  be 
“  The  boafted  wealth  amafs’d  by  thee  ?” 

Such  is  the  man,  remark’d  our  Lord, 

(Let  wordings  hear  th’  inflraaive  word) 
Who  for  himfelf  iays  up  his  Acre, 

To  God  in  ads  of  bounty  poor. 

eat,  drink,  and  be  merry,  is  a  fucceffon  ej 
no  lefs  than  four  verbs  without  a  fingle  Copu¬ 
lative.  Is  not  this  a  defigned  and  juft  repre - 
fentation  of  the  mind  of  the  voluptuary  faffing 
from  pleajure  to  pleafure.  as  one  whofe  heart 
was  centered  in  them ,  and  eager  at  once  to 
embrace  them  all  ?  We  fhall  come  nearer  the 
original  if  we  r  ender  the  paffage ,  reft,  eat, 
drink,  be  gay,  as  I  have  done  in  the  verfon  l 

have  given. 
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The  BARREN  FIG-TREE. 

Luke  xiii.  — 10. 

A  Certain  man,  with  affluence  crowd’d. 

Ti  ]  i  •  «  «  k .  _  # 


—  "  J - - ^ 

came  to  leek  what  fruit  was  there  ; 

But  vain  the  vifits  that  he  made. 

All  he  beheld  was  empty  {hade  ; 

With  conftant  difappointments  crofs’d. 
And  vex’d  to  fee  his  hopes  were  loft  • 

At  length  he  to  his  drefler  fpoke—  * 

“  What  patience  irmli  not  this  provoke  ?' 

“  I  came  for  three  fucceffive  years 
“  Fo  fee  what  fruit  this  fig-tree  bears, 

Bui  never  more  tnan  leaves  could  trace  t 
“  Tear  up  the  nuifance  from  its  place.” 

To  whom  the  drefler,  “  Lord,  forbear,' 
And  let  it  ftand  another  year 
“  Till  I  have  dug  its  roots  around, 
ct  And  with  manure  enrich’d  the  ground  s 
“  And  if,  when  autumn’s  reign  appears, 

“  The  tree  its  purple  honors  wears. 

Thou  {halt  be  recompens’d  $  if  not, 

**  Cut  down,  eject  it  from  the  fpot  ; 

“  My  judgment  will  approve  the  deed, 

E‘  No  mote  will  1  for  favor  plead.” 


And  doff  thou  not,  O  {inner,  fee 
Thy  feif  in  this  unfruitful  tree  ? 
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How  many  years  haft  thou  been  found 
A  worthlefs  cumb’rer  of  the  ground  l 
To  holy  faith,  to  holy  fear. 

To  truth,  to  piety  fincere. 

To  zeal  to  glorify  thy  Gon, 

To  do  his  will  and  bear  bis  rod. 

To  juftice,  to  benevolence 

Thou  never  once  haft  made  pretence  j, 

But,  of  all  virtues  deftitute. 

Of  devil  part,  and  part  a  brute. 

Thou  haft  unprofitably  fpent 

The  time  thy  Goo  to  thee  has  lent. 

And  think  how  righteous  it  would  be 
If  He  (hould  hurl  his  wrath  on  thee, 
Confume,  deftroy  thee  from  thy  place. 

And  rid  the  ground  of  thy  difgrace  » 

Then  to  the  Mediator  fly, 

Whofe  ear  is  open  to  thy  cry. 

Humbly  his  advocacy  plead. 

On  thy  behalf  to  intercede, 

That  Heav’n  would  grant  thee  longer  fpace, 
Another  year,  or  month  of  grace, 

Till  thou  haft  to  thy  Goo  returned. 
Before  him  kneel’d,  before  him  mourn  d. 
And  through  his  Son,  his  beft-beloved 
Haft  been  accepted  and  approved  ; 

No  more  of  Hell  and  black  defpair. 

But  Heav’n  and  endlefs  blifs  the  heir. 

Happy,  fupremely  happy,  he, 

Who,  purged  from  his  iniquity, 
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Is  now  a  faint  of.Goi>  become, 
And,  like  a  tree  enrich’d  with  bloom, 
otands  in  his  nurfery  below 
In  ev’ry  heav’nly  grace  to  grow, 

-i  ill  he,  in  holinels  improved, 

Is  to  a  better  clime  removed  •. 

A  paradiie  divinely  fair, 

Midft.  fkies  ferene,  and  balmy  air 
In  perfect  beauty  there  to  fhine, 

-ne  praife  of  power  and  love  divine 
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The  PRODIGAL  SON. 

Luke  xv.  11.  to  the  end. 

WHEN  the  Redeemer  of  our  race 
Holy  and  pure,  yet  full  of  grace* 
To  Tinners  gave  a  free  accefs, 

His  whole  defign  to  fave  and  blefs. 

The  F bar i 'fees  his  conduct  blamed. 

And  fandximonioufly  exclaim’d, 

This  man  flagitious  wretches  greets* 
And  often  at  their  tables  eats.” 

Our  Lord  in  parable  reply’d, 

And  his  behaviour  juftifi’d  : 

Two  fons,  a  worthy,  wealthy  man, 

3Twas  thus  the  Son  of  God  began. 

With  pleafure  faw  to  manhood  reach. 
And  hoped  for  long  delight  in  each. 

The  younger  fon  his  fire  addrefs’d, 

“  Be  pleased  to  favor  my  requeft, 
cc  And,  fince  I’m  now  arriv’d  at  age, 

“  And  call’d  to  a£t  upon  the  ftage, 
iC  To  my  own  management  afiign 
What  portion  you  intend  as  mine.”0 

The  father  yielding  to  his  pray'r 
Divided  to  each  fon  his  (hare 
Of  thofe  pofftfiions  bounteous  Heav’n 
Had  in  a  rich  profufion  giv’n  : 

The  younger  fon,  a  few  days  paid, 
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H7s  fuhflance  in  one  fum  amafs’d, 

And  j  mrney’d  to  a  diflant  land. 

Where  with  a  loofe,  unfpaiing  hand 
He  lavilh’d  all  his  wealth  away 
To  mad  licentioufnefs  a  prey. 

His  fortune  fpent  to  fwell  his  woes, 
A  famine  where  he  dwelt  arofe  ; 

When,  feeling  want  and  fearing  more* 
Ail  his  gay  fcenes  of  pleafure  o'er, 

He  to  a  native  of  the  place 
Open’d  his  miferable  cafe. 

And  to  fupply  his  hungry  need 
To  be  his  faithful  flave  agreed  : 

Into  his  fields  the  mafter  fent 
TIT  half  naked,  wretched  indigent. 

To  be  his  fwineherd,  where,  fo  leant 
His  wages  in  that  time  of  want, 
rl  hat  oft  and  oft  he  wifh’d  to  dine 
Upon  the  hulks  that  fed  the  Twine  ; 

But  none  fo  fmall  a  boon  heRow’d, 

And  none  the  leatt  compaffion  Ihow’d. 

Helplefs,  abandon’d  and  forlorn, 

The  butt  of  univerfal  fcorn. 

He  to  himfelf  returns,  and  cries, 

A  gleam  of  hope  illumed  his  eyes  ; 

“  How  many  fer^ants  of  my  fire, 
cc  Befides  rhe  profits  of  their  hire, 

“  Have  bread  to  eat,  and  ev’n  to  fpare, 

“  While  I  thefe  pangs  ol  hunger  bear  ! 
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PH  hafte  me  hence,  to  him  I’ll  go, 

44  My  fetf  upon  his  mercy  throw, 

44  And  own  that  both  againft  the  (Ides 
<fc  And  him  fo  black  my  crimes  arife, 

“  He  might  fo  vile  a  wretch  difown, 

44  Unworthy  to  be  call’d  his  fon  : 

44  My  utmoft  hope,  my  only  pray’r 
44  To  be  what  his  hired  fervants  are.” 

The  wretch  immediately  arofe. 
Immediately  for  home  he  goes  ; 

At  diftance  far,  though  haft’ning  on, 

The  fire  efpy’d  his  coming  fon, 

Efpy’d  and  felt  his  bowels  move 
in  all  the  tendernefs  of  love. 

Ran  to  him  with  the  quickeft  hade. 

In  his  Fond  arms  his  child  embraced  $ 

With  eager  gaze  his  face  devour’d, 

Fell  on  his  neck,  his  kiffes  pour'd 
And  tears  of  joy  profufely  fhower’d. 

ci  Father,  on  bended  knees,  he  cries, 

(i  So  black  my  crimes  againft  the  (kies, 

44  Againft  thy  felf  thou  might’ft  difown 
44  For  ever  thy  ungracious  fon.  (f) 

(j)  It  is  ebfervahle  that  the  Prodigal  had 
refolved  beforehand  to  fay  to  his  father.  Fa¬ 
ther,  I  have  finned  againft  Heaven,  and  be¬ 
fore  thee,  and  am  no  more  worthy  to  be 
called  thy  fon,  make  me  as  one  of  thy  hired 
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The  hither  to  h  is  fervants  turns. 

While  his  whole  foul  in  rapture  burns 
“  Bring  the  bed  robe  without  delay, 
ct  And  clothe  him  with  the  rich  array  : 

“  Let  rings  of  gold  his  fingers  grace, 

And  (hoes  his  naked  feet  embrace  ; 
cc  i  he  fatted  calf  then  quickly  flay  : 

“  Mufic  and  mirth  (hall  crown  the  day  ; 

“  For  this  my  fon,  whofe  death  I  mourn'd* 
“  Is  to  my  roof  again  return'd 
“  1  he  fon  whom  I  fo  long  deplored 
tc  Is  to  his  father's  arms.reftored/ 

fervants  ;  but  that ,  when  he  comes  do  his  fa¬ 
ther  ,  the  lajl  claufe  of  his  fpcech  is  fuppreffed^ 
that  of  making  him  as  one  of  his  hired  fer - 
vants .  May  not  this  omiffion  be  dcfigned  to 

Jhow  the  readinefs  of  the  father  to  receive  him , 
pardon  him  and  give  him  a  mq.fl  honorable 
welcome  into  his  family  ?  The  father  could 
hear  no  more ,  and  kindly  cuts  off  what  the  fon 
had  further  to  fay  by  immediately  calling  cut 
to  his  fervants  to  bring  forth  the  beft  robe. 
Such  is  the  love  of  earthly  parents  to 
their  children  ;  ami  let  as  remember  that 
herein  our  Lord  defigned  to  ffow  the  compaf- 
fon  of  our  greater ,  our  heavenly  Father  to 
penitent ,  returning  fanners .  Where  fin  has 
abounded,  grace  does  much  more  abound. 
Rom,  v.  20. 
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The  bufy  Houfe  the  feaft  prepared, 

And  nought  but  joy  was  feen  and  heard. 
The  elder  fon  was  in  the  field, 

Where  he  with  patient  labor  till  d 
His  father’s  grounds,  to  whom  were  fent 
No  tidings  of  this  glad  event  ; 

But  when  at  the  decline  of  day 
He  homeward  bent  his  weary  way. 

As  he  the  manfion  houfe  drew  near, 

Mufic  and  dancing  met  his  ear  : 

Struck  with  furprife  he  made  a  paufe, 

A  fervant  call’d  and  alk’d  the  caufe. 

g<  Thy  Brother  has  this  morn  return’d, 
«  Whofe  abfence  we  fo  long  have  mourn’d. 
“  The  good  old  man,  with  tranfpoit  fill’d,- 

For  him  the  fatted  calf  has  kill’d, 

“  Becaufe  his  fon  he  fafe  received, 

Whom  he  among  the  dead  believed/’ 

His  wrath  the  elder  fon  exprefi’d^ 

Nor  would  he  go  to  (hare  the  feaft. 

Then  came  the  Father,  and  implored 
His  company  to  crown  the  board. 

“  All  thefe  long  years  (  reply’d  the  fon) 
“  I  ferved  you,  and  your  will  have  done, 

««  Nor  in  one  inftance  difobey’d 
u  Whatever  the  commands  you  laid  ; 

“  And  yet,  as  worthy  no  regard,. 
c<  A  kid  for  me  you  never  {pared. 
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Gn  which  my  friends  and  I  might 
dine, 

£S  And  in  convivial  pleafures  join  ; 

“  But  foon  as  this,  thy  worthlefs  fon,  fgj 
*!  By  his  own  wickednefs  undone. 

Who,  drench’d  with  wine,  with  whores 
embowr’d 

u  Fhy  wealth  infatiably  devoured, 

“  Returns,  the  fatted  calf  mull  die, 

And  all  is  mirth  and  jolity.” 

To  whom  the  father  anfwer’d  mild. 

Be  not  difpleafed,  thou  worthy  child  ; 
u  f  hou  ever  dolt  refide  with  me, 

*'  All  that  1  have  bequeath’d  to  thee. 

“  ’Twas  furely  meet  to  pafs  away 
*'•  In  joy  this  memorable  day. 

Cgh)  It  may  be  worthy  of  notice,  that  the 
eider  fon,  [peaking  of  his  brother  to  his  fath¬ 
er,  calls  him  not  my  brother;  as  if  he  dif- 
dained  to  acknowledge  the  relation  :  but  this 
thy,  that  is,  his  father’s  fon.  On  the  other 
hand,  the  Father ,  in  his  anfwer  to  his  elder 
fon, /peaks  of  his  younger  Jon  to  him  as  his  bro¬ 
ther,  this  thy  brother  ;  as  if  he  hereby  de¬ 
fined  to  awaken  in  him  a fenfe  of  the  near  re¬ 
lation  in  which  he  flood  to  him,  and  thereby 
remove  his  refentments  for  the  kindnefs  which 
had  been  Jhown  him  on  his  return . 
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<c  Thy  brother  whom  1  deeply  mourn’d 
“  As  dead,  to  life  is  now  retinn’d  ; 

“  Thy  brother,  I  fo  long  deplored, 

“  As  loft, .is  to  my  arms  reftored  i” 
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RICH  MAN  and  LAZARUS, 


Luke  xvi. 


YE  rich,  to  whom  indulgent  Heav’n 
Has  plenty  in  proiufion  given, 
"Who,  with  your  fails  expanded  wide* 
On  pieafure’s  flream  in  fplendor  ride, 
But  never  own  your  God  in  all, 

Nor  fpare  one  mite  to  mis  ry’s  call. 


Ye  poor,  whofe  pittance  fhort  and  fcant 
But  fcarce  fupplies  your  daily  want. 

But  yet  obey  your  Maker's  will, 

And  all  his  holy  laws  fulfil. 

Hear  how  the  Son  of  God  declared, 

Hear  with  the  moft  devout  regard. 

Of  finners  what  the  future  doom. 

Of  faints  what  blifs  in  worlds  to  come  ! 

There  lived  a  certain  wealthy  man, 
Th5  incarnate  Wifdom  thus  began, 

In  purple  and  fine  linen  drefs’d, 

His  ev’ry  meal  a  fumptuous  feaft. 

Before  his  gate  a  wretched  wight 
Was  laid  his  pity  to  excite  : 

Lazarus  his  name,  o’er  run  with  fores, 

And  all  the  favour  he  implores 
That  he  would  mercifully  give, 

His  gnawing  hunger  to  relieve, 

The  crumbs  that  from  his  table  fall  j 
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Bat  Pride  was  deaf  to  Mifcry  s  call. 

His  dogs*  indeed,  lefs  brutes  than  he, 
Seem'd  to  be  touch'd  with  fympathy. 
Round  the  poor  outcaft  clofed  the  hounds. 
And  kindly  lick’d  Lis  burning  wounds. 

In  a  fhort  time  the  beggar  dies, 

Away  a  band  of  angels  flies 

From  Heav’n,  and  on  triumphant  wings 

His  foul  to  Abrahams  bofom  brings. 

The  rich  man  too  foon  breath’d  his  laft. 
And  a  proud  pomp  his  fun’ral  graced  ; 

In  hell,  with  terrible  furprife, 

With  anguifh  rack’d,  he  lifts  his  eyes, 

And  fees  far  off  in  dimes  on  high 
Of  infinite  felicity, 

Abrahasn  at  the  celeflial  feaft, 

And  Lazarus  leaning  on  his  bread  : 

My  Father  Abraham ,  loud  he  cries 
sc  Quick  fend  down  Lazarus  from  the  fkies, 
lhat  he  in  w7ater  may  but  dip 
To  cool  my  tongue  his  finger’s  tip, 

44  For  plunged  in  burnings  molt  feveie 
44  Pangs  inconceivable  I  bear” 

44  Remember  Son,  the  Sire  reply’d, 

44  Thy  life  of  good  how  rich  a  tide 
44  Was  thine  !  and.  Son,  remember  too 
44  What  long  diftrefles  Lazarus  knew  ! 

44  Reverfed  by  reftitude  divine 

44  His  are  the  joys,  the  torments  thine  ; 
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“  Befid  es,  your  world  and  ours  betwixt 
A  gulph  impsffible  is  fix’d  j 
s;  Nor  can  we  come,  though  ere  fo  fain,. 

“  lo  you,  and  inteicourfe  maintain  5. 

“  Nor  can  you,  wilh  it  eie  fo  much,. 

M  On  our  ceieftial  borders’  touch.” 

“  If  for  myfelf  my  prayer  mutt  far!,. 
s‘  For  othets  let  my  fuit  prevail, 

Anfwer’d  of  endJefs  wrath  the  heir-— 

“  Father,  from  thy  bleft  bofom  fpare 
“  Lazarus ,  that  he,  a  timely  friend, 

“  May  to  my  father’s  houfe  deftend; 

“  And  there  to  my  five  brethren  tell 
“  The  blifs-ot  Heav’h,  the  pains  of  Helij. 
“  And  urge,  perfuade  them  to  repent,. 

“  And  by  a  holy  life  prevent 
“  That  doom,  that  will  thsirfouls  tranfmk 
**  To  the  dire  torments  of  this  pit.” 

Abraham  rejoin’d,  “th’  inffrucUons  giv*n 
**  By  Mofes  with  the  feal  of  Heav’n, 

“  And  that  divine  unerring  word 
“  Pronounced  by  prophets  of  the  Lord- 
“  Let  them  perufe,  believe,  obey, 

“•And  thefe* will  lead  them.  in  the  way. 

“  To  everlafting  life  and  biifs, 

“  And  fave  their  fouls  from  hell’s  abyfsv” 
64  Nay,  Father,  the  ftrong  pleader  cries,. 

“  If  one  fhould  from  the  dead  arife. 
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$(  And  to  admonifh  them  be  fent 
«  They  would  infallibly  repent.” 

Abraham  once  more  was  heard  to  fay, 

«  If  carelefs,  fenfual,  llubborn  they 
«t  What  Mofes-  wrote  will  not  believe, 

“  Nor  what  the  Prophets  fpoke  receive, 

“  Still,  Hill  their  faith  they  would  withhold* 
“  In  wickednefs  would  dill  be  bold, 

“  If  one  from  Heav’n  in  robes  of  light 
“  By  foft  perluafion  fhould  invite, 

«  Or  if  another  fent  from  Hell 
“  Upon  its  raging  fires  Ihould  dwell, 

“  And  utter’d  by  a  flaming  tongue, 

«  On  ev’ry  found  damnation  hung.  . 

«  O’er  human  heaTts  no  fear  prevails, 

«  Where  truth’s  ferene  effulgence  fails.53’ 
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The  PHARISEE  and  PUBLICAN; 

Lukt  xviii.  9 - 15. 

TO  men,  who  on  themfelves  rely'd, 
And  fwell’d  with  ignorance  and  pride** 
Beheld  with  an  admiring  eye 
Their  own  exterior  fanclity  ;• 

But  with  contempt  all  others  view’d, 

A  vile  and  godlefs  multitude, 

(Our  Lord,  of  no  mean  fears  poffefs'd,- 
This  pungent  parable  exprefs'd  : 

Two  men,  of  different  (lamp  and  name,, 
For  prayer  into  the  temple  came  } 
rI  he  one  a  folemn  Pharifee , 

Etteem’d  a  faint'  of  high  degree,. 

The  other  of  an  odious  clan,, 

A  reprobated  Publican. 

The  Pharifee  with  lifted  head 
Stood,  and  within  himfelf  thus  faid~- 
To  thee,  O  God,  my  praife  I  owe, 

45  That  I  live  not  as  others  do  : 

“  Vm  no  oppreffor  of  the  poor, 
ec  Nor  by  extortion  fwell  my  (lore  ; 
u  I-  never  plunder,  never  cheat, 

I  hate  the  pra&ice  of  deceit  ; 
fi<  Never,  by  guilty  paffions  led, 

“  Have  1  defiled  my  neighbour's  bed  ; 

“  In  fine,  I  thank  thee,  I'm  a  man 
6<  So  much  beyond  that  Publican  : 
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Twice  in  the  week’s  fhort  courfe  I  faft, 
«  And  not  one  drop,  or  morfel  tafte5 
“  And  the  full  tithe  of  my  eftate 
“  I  to  thy  fervice  confecrate.” 

Not  fuch  the  publican ;  afar 
He  flood  a  culprit  at  the  bar. 

Nor  would  to  the  offended  {kies 
So  much  as  lift  his  weeping  eyes  : 

But,  fmiting  on  his  penfive  breaft, 

With  confcious  guilt  and  pain  oppreft, 
u  Be  gracious,  Lord,  he  cry’d  to  me, 

A  finner  of  the  firft  degree,” 

-  This  penitent,  pioceeds  our  Lord, 
Who  mercy  from  his  God  implored. 
Went  to  his  houfe  approved  by  Heav’n, 
All  his  iniquities  forgiv’n  ; 

While  the  felf  righteous  Pharifee^ 

Proud  of  his  outward  fan&ity. 

Return’d  unpardon’d,  and  unblefs’d. 

No  fin  bewail’d,  no  fin  confefs’d. 

He  who  before  his  Maker  lies 
In  duft  fhali  into  glory  rife  ; 

Him,  who  before  him  fwells  with  pride^ 
His  anger  in  the  duft  fhali  hide. 


4° 


GIBBONS’s  POEMS. 


Wonders  in  Nature  correfpondent  to  the 
Miracles  e/'ScRipTUKE. 

*  4 

UNDER  a  fragrance-breathing  bow’r 
T5  enjoy  a  free  convivial  hour 
Of  neighbours,  an  harmonious  fet 
In  friendfhip  and  good-humour  met  i 
Among  the  fubjeds  old  and  new 
That  chance  to  converfation  threw. 

They  touch’d  on  Jonah's  hiftory, 

How  in  a  fiihe’s  belly  he 

Three  days  and  nights  remained  a  live, 

Ejeded  thence  did  (till  furvive. 

“  Impossible,  Philautus  cries, 

“  My  foul  abhors  abfurdities  : 

“  No  man  could  for  a  minute  dwell 
“  In  fuch  a  fuffocating  cell  ; 

“  Befides,  the  Whale’s  digefting  pow’r 
4i  Had  mafh’d  his  body  in  an  hour.” 

Eusebius  an fwer’d,  “  All  you  fay 
<c  One  obfervation  lweeps  away, 

<c  Heav’n  made  the  prophet’s  life  its  care, 
x\nd  miracle  preferved  him  there.” 

Sjphronio  next.  “  My  friend,  he  cries* 
<c  And  on  Philautus  fixt  his  eyes, 

<c  I  will  relate,  if  you  permit 
“  A  fable  that  the  cafe  may  hit* 
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€CErom  different  parts  in  days  of  yore 
Were  met  a  dozen  worms  or  more 
“  To  fpend  a  focial  hour,  and  know, 

415  The  pleafures  that  from  frienJIhip  flow. 

cc  Among  the  fubjecls  ol  their  chat, 
cc  That  roved  awhile  from  this  to  that, 

66  They  each  in  turn  agreed  to  tell 
ct  Th*  events  that  each  in  life  befel ; 

€t  When  one  this  ftrange  narration  gave,' 
How  for  three  months,  as  in  a  grave, 
€C  He  in  a  human  body  lay. 

Without  corruption  or  decay. ” 

“  To  the  ftrange  fad  which  you  affirm, 
GC  (Reply’d  a  pnilofophic  worm  ) 

What  worm  of  fenfe  can  credit  give, 

€C  In  fuch  a  nook  how  could  you  live  ? 
u  Befides,  a  man’s  digeftive  power 
c 6  Had  cruftTd  your  body  in  an  hour.55 

Here  clofed  the  tale;  Sophronio  too 
Here  ended,  nor  the  moral  drew  5 
So  obvious  to  the  company. 

That  all  the  fable  could  apply  : 

Convinced  that,  if  the  page  divine 
With  dazzling  miracles  may  (bine. 
Wonders  in  nature’s  works  are  found 
Wrapt  in  imperious  myftery  round. 
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The  Support  of  Religion  in  an  hour  of 
Trial ,  and  the  happt  Influence  of  its 

Example. 


k  ^ir^WO  yeomen,  when  the  dog-flar's  reigQ 
t  1  Inflamed  the  fkies,  &  parch'd  the  plain* 
I  heir  harveft-fields  were  ranging  o'er 
I'  obferve  what  kind  of  face  they  wore  j 
The  one  in  Heav’n’s  allfearching  fight 
A  chriflrian  holy  and  upright. 

The  other,  impious,  diffolute, 

A  mixture  of  the  fiend  and  brute, 

It  chanced,  as  they  together  walk’d. 

And  on  their  rural  bufmefs  talk’d. 

A  dorm  engender’d  in  the  fcuth , 

Of  rains  and  hurricanes  the  mouth, 

Arofe,  and  flowly  fail’d  along, 

Till  o’er  their  heads  the  temped  hung  ; 
Lightnings  rulh’d  down  in  furious  flame3 
Swift  the  loud  roaring  thunders  came. 

And,  burfting  thro*  the  dark  profound, 
Roll'd  in  redoubling  terrors  round  : 

The  wicked  man  was  ftruck  aghaft, 

A  pallid  hue  his  brow  o'ercaft, 

H  is  Limbs  throughout  wirh  horror  (hook. 
Vigour  and  ftrength  his  frame  forfook  : 
AmidtT:  the  wretch’s  wild  furprize 
Upon  his  friend  he  cart  his  eyes, 

And,  in  the  death  denouncing  fcencf 
Beheld  him  eafy  and  ferene. 


•'  w"  v  • 
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How,  how  is  this  that  you  appear 
tt  ln  fuch  a  ftorrn  without  a  fear  ? 

46  Thro’  ev’ry  joint  I  quake  with  dread  ^ 
**  Left  the  next  flafh  fhould  flrike  tne  dead. 

«  Mv  friend,  the  pious  man  reply’d, 

“  I  own  that  I’m  not  terrify’d  ; 

“  The  thunder  is  my  Father’s  voice, 

«*  In  whom  1  trull,  in  whom  rejoice  ; 

“  Lightning  is  his  cotnmiffion’d  dart, 

*«  Which,  fhould  it  pierce  me  to  the  heart, 

«  Would  only  haften  my  remove 
“  To  endlefs  happinefs  above  s 
“  What  terror  then  (hould  feize  my  bread 
“  In  life  and  death  fecure  and  bled  ?” 

“  And  can  religion  then  fupply 
“  Such  firmnefs  and  fincerity, 

“  When  fuch  tremendous  thunders  roll, 

“  And  lightnings  blaze  from  pole  to  pole  ? 

“  I’ll  be  religious  too,  he  cry’d, 

“  Who  late  all  holinefs  defy’d  ; 

“  Henceforth  with  fin  my  league  I  break, 

“  Henceforth  all  evil  ways  forfake, 

«  If  thou,  O  God,  thy  flrength  will  grant  . 
“  That  ftrength  1  afk,  that  ftrength  l  want.’i 

In  ferious  thought  the  man  went  home, 

A  convert  from  this  hour  become  ; 
Religion  from  his  foul  embraced, 

Sincerely  mourn’d  his  follies  pad. 
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In  pray’r  and  praife  his  days  employ’d 
And  heart-felt  happinefs  enjoy’d  : 

By  all  efteem’d,  by  all,  beloved, 

And  by  his  confctous  foul  approved  ; 
Unmoved,  ferene  he  met  his  death/ 

And  ftniled  as  he  refign’d  his  breath. 

Religion,  where  to  fet  thee  forth 
Is  language  equal  to  thy  worth  ? 

Thy  prefence  can  compofe  the  foul 
w  hen  lightnings  flame,  and  thunders  rollj 
Or,  when  from  its  old  axis  hurl’d 
In  ruin  rends  the  total  world, 

Can  give  th’  immortal  fpirrt’  wings 
To  foar  above  all  earthly  things  : 
Emancipate  us  from  this  clod. 

Return  us  to  our  Father  God. 

In  him  the  centre  of  our  reft. 

To  be  forever,  ever  bleft.. 


XX 
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The  happy  influence  of  Wisdom  on  one 
Side  in  the  Married  State,  and 
the  mischiefs  of  the  preva¬ 
lence  of  Folly  in  both 
Parties. 

TWO  couple  in  a  country-town 

Had  railed  themfelves  a  bright  renown, 
For  their  connubial  harmony  j 
Not  merely  from  contention  free. 

But  ev’ry  moon  their  blifs  improved. 

Loving  alike,  alike  beloved. 

When  a  few  years  their  rounds  had  run* 
As  alt  is  change  beneath  the  fun. 

One  of  each  pair  furrender'd  life, 

A  hufband  this,  and  that  the  wife. 

The  widow'd  mates  the  deaths  deplored, 
As  Jonah  mourn'd  his  wither'd  gourd. 
Till  time  affuaged  the  waves  of  grief. 

And  gave  their  troubled  fouls  relief. 

Then  thought  the  Widower,  “  may  not  I 
Re-marry,  and  my  lofs  fupply  ? 

15  And  who  fo  fit  a  fpoufe  as  fhe, 

«  Who  lived  in  blifsful  harmony 
iS  With  her  dear  partner  late  removed  ? 
**  Her  merit  has  been  amply  proved.” 

In  hopes  he  fhould  not  be  deny’d, 

The  Widower  to  the  Fair  apply'd  ; 

E  2 
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The  Widow  reafon'd  as  he  did. 

Nor  once  his  fecond  fuit  forbid  ; 

Bat  quickly  gave  exprefs  confent. 

And  both  to  Hy?nen's  altar  went  $ 

Delighted  with  th’  aufpicious  view, 
rI  heir  blafted  blifs  fhould  bloom  anew. 

But,  what  might  hardly  be  believed. 

Alike  they  found  thernfelves  deceived  : 
rl  he  Hujband  on  his  humour  bent, 

Affumed  the  reins  of  government  ; 

The  Wife ,  beyond  her  province  bold, 
Oppofed  his  fway,  his  will  controul’d. 

They  frown,  provoke,  infult  and  jar. 

And  mut’ally  engage  in  war. 

One  day,  the  hufband  chanced  to  meet 
An  old  acquaintance  in  the  ftreet. 

Who  foon  obferv’d  his  downcaft  air, 

And  afk’d  the  reafon  of  his  care. 

44  The  reafon,  Friend  ?”  He  heav’d  a  figh,  , 
And  the  tear  trickl’d  from  his  eye — 

**  I’m  mod  unhappy  in  my  wife  \ 

“  We  live  in  everlafting  rfrife: 

44  Yet  witfc  her  former  hufband  fhe 
44  Enjoy’d  a  blifsful  amity  ; 

44  And  with  my  former  wife  I  fpent 
44  Whole  years  of  love  and  fweet  content. 

44  From  what  does  this  fad  change  arife  !*' 

46  From  what  ?  his  fmiling  neighbour  cries, 

44  I’ll  the  unhappy  caufe  declare, 

44  If  you  the  painful  truth  can  bear, 
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<e  Your  wife  deceafsd  obferv  d  her  man, 
«  Beheld  how  high  your  paffions  ran  ; 

“  How  fond  of  pow’r,  to  wrath  how  prone, 

“  Then  fought  your  comfort  and  her  own , 

“  In  all  fhe  could  obey’d,  comply’d, 

“  Nor  once  difpleas’d  you  till  fhe  dy’d. 

“  The  hufband  of  your  prefent  dame 
“  Upon  his  marriage  did  the  fame, 

“  He  fludy’d  well  her  turn  of  mind, 

«  How  felf-  important,  how  inclined 
“  To  have  her  humor  gratify’d  ; 

He  watch’d  the  wind,  and  watch’d  the  tidej: 
“  And  thus,  by  kindly  giving  way, 

“  And  loftly  managing  his  fway, 

“  He  to  his  wifhes  form’d  his  wife, 

“  And  pafs’d  ferene  his  wedded  life — 

“  How  then  can  empire  abfolute 
“  Your  fpoufe  fo  gently  treated  fait  ? 

“  And  where  the  wonder  fhe  dildains 
“  T’  obey  your  beck,  and  wear  your  chains  ? 
“  Hence  all  your  dire  contention  flows, 

“  And  this  the  fecret  of  your  woes  : 

<k  Wifdom,  to  fpeak  the  truth,  is  fled, 

“  And  Folly  rages  in  its  ftead.” 

Males,  females  to  the  tale  advert, 

A.nd  ftamp  the  moral  on  the  heart. 

If  you  in  Hymen’s  bonds  unite. 

Be  it  your  ftudy,  your  delight 
T’  oblige  the  partners  of  your  lives  : 

Love,  like  a  tender  bloffom,  thrives 
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In  gentle  dews,  and  placid  Ikies, 
n  torrents  and  in  tetnpefis  dies  # 

Now  mildly  plead,  now  kindly  yield. 
But  dread  the  thunder  of  the  field 
If  anger  in  the  man  fhould  burn. 

No  anger  let  his  mate  return  ; 
Should  the  wife  drop  a  bitter  word. 
Let  not  the  hulband’s  wrath  be  ftirr’d 
If  ever  the  fool's  cap  appear 
One  and  but  one  its  bells  mufl  weaf|* 
On  t’other  fide  let  wifdom's  fhield  ** 
In  all  its  glory  fhine  reveal’d  i 
Her  prefence,  or  in  man  or  wife, 
vV ill  guard  the  houfe  from  ev’ry  ftrife 
But,  when  in  both  fhe  reigns  fupreme 
Twice  happy  is  he,  double  beam  ” 
They  live  in  peace,  abound  in  love^ 
And  antedate  the  joys  above* 
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The  perverse  Pair,  or  the  mischiefs 
Self-Will  and  Obstinacy. 

A  WEDDED  pair,  one  fummer’s  dayy 
/%  When  Sir  his  fhot  his  ful  try  ray, 
Threw  up  their  windows  to  receive 
The  coolnefs  freflier  air  might  give. 

It  chanced  that  thro*  the  open  fpacer 
As  they  purfued  their  airy  race. 

In  rulh'd  a  Wafp  and  then  a  Bee9 
And  took  th*  unwelcome  liberty 
Of  ranging  round  and  round  the  room. 

As  through  fome  grove  of  rich  perfume  % 
The  lady  watch'd  their  reftlefs  flighty 
And,  juft  as  one  ptefunied  to  light 
Upon  her  arm,  Ihe  brufh’d  his  wing,. 

Who  in  revenge  infix’d  his  fting 
Upon  her  cheek  :  away  he  flew. 

And  with  him  his  companion  too,* 

u  A  wasp ,  a  wafp*)  Iha  fhriek’d  in  pain, 

“  Has  flung  my  face/’  She  fliriek’d  in  vain  !; 
Her  hulband  calmly  heard  hei  grief. 

Nor  moved  a  ftep  to  her  relief, 

“  'Twas  not  the  wafp,  but  bee 5  he  criesy 
c(  Or  1  (hall  never  ttmft  my  eyes." 

But  ’twas  the  wafp  that  flruck  his  dart, 

“  The  wife  replies,  and  caufed  my  fmart/3 
55  Woman,  returns  her  haughty  mate. 
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Due  you  with  me  the  point  debate  ?’*— 

1  tread  Sir,  when  I  commenced  your  wife 
n  Was  it  to  be  your  fool  for  life  ?” 

So  high  the  flames  of  difcord  ran. 

Which  from  fo  ft  trail  a  fpark  began. 

That  each  infilling  each  was  right, 

'I  hey  feparated  rooms  at  night. 

And  for  twelve  moons  remain’d  apart, 

If  not  in  form,  divorced  in  heart.- 

V/ hen  a  whole  year  had  roll’d  away 
Some  friends  more  wife  and  kind  than  they 
Their  mediation  inter  po  fed, 

And,  as  they  hoped,  the  variance  clofed. 
Th’  harmonious  pair  together  came. 

And  Hymens  torch  refumed  its  flame  ; 

When  thus  the  man  : — “  About  a  bee, 

“  How  ftrange  that  we  Ihould  difagree 
"  About  a  bee,  the  wife  replies”— 

Refentment  flafhing  from  her  eyes _ _ 

“  About  a  wafp!”— “Nay,eeafe  your  tongue! 
**  ’Twas  by  a  bee  you r  face  was  flung.” 

The  former  quarrel  they  renew’d 
In  terms  fo  violent  and  rude 
That  they  divorced  themfelves  anew, 

No  more  or  love  or  friendlhip  knew. 

Ye  wedded  pairs,  attention  lend. 

And  hear  th’  advices  of  a  friend  ; 
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From  marriage  be  felf-will  difmifs’d, 
Never  on  little  things  infift  ; 

Rather  from  deputation  ceafe 
Than  wound  the  pleafures  of  your  peace  j 
Strive  to  oblige,  give  no  offence. 
However  fpecious  the  pretence  ; 

In  all  you  fay,  in  all  you  do. 

Keep  your  felicity  in  view  : 

If  this  is  hot,  let  that  be  cool  ; 

Too  much  for  both  to  play  the  fool  s 
Be  it  your  firft  and  laft  concern 
That  love  may  higher,  purer  burn. 

And  fuffer  no  domeflic  ftrife 
To  cloud  the  funfhine  of  your  life  : 

■Love  will  a  thoufand  duties  do. 

And  make  thole  duties  pleafant  too? 

And  with  a  mantle  foft  and  wide 
Innumerable  failings  hide. 
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^he  cruel  Husband  reformsd  by  ihs 
meekness  and  prudence  of  his  Wife. 

‘  >  '  T  '•  [';#;{  If..-  #  .•  n:  , 

CURVUS  into  the  married  date 
Had  enter’d  with  a  lovely  mate, 

Who,  to  the  beauties  of  her  face, 

Her  finilh’d  form  and  blooming  grace. 

To  manners  eafy  and  polite, 

All  that  was  pleafing  to  the  fight. 

Added  the  fweetelt  innocence, 

Truth,  meeknefs,  and  benevolence  ; 

And  with  inceffant  ftudy  (trove 
T*  attach  and  fix  her  partner’s  love. 

But,  wThat  may  feem  beyond  relief, 

Her  hufband  proved  her  foreft  grief ; 
Defpotic,  infolent,  perverfe, 

Proceeding  (till  from  bad  to  worfe, 

Of  wedded  life  the  bane  and  curfe. 

No  fooner  had  the  purple  dawn 
Shed  its  young  radiance  o'er  the  lawn 
Than  the  bafe  wretch  with  madnefs  fired. 

As  hell  itfelf  his  foul  infpired, 

Began  to  vex  his  gentle  dove, 

And  all  her  powers  of  patience  prove. 

By  infults,  fneers,  and  cenfures  tart, 

That  went  like  arrows  to  her  heart. 

At  meals  he  never  could  fit  down 
Without  a  prefatory  frown  : 
u  Too  fat,  too  lean,  too  young,  too  old. 
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**  Too  raw,  too  roaft,  too  hot,  too  cold,” 
The  Tyrant  ever  would  complain. 

And  fault  would  either  find  or  feign  : 
However  excellent  the  food 
From  dream,  or  ocean,  field  or  wood* 

He  never  fail’d  to  vitiate  all 
With  rank  ill-nature’s  bittereft  gall, 

And  from  his  table  rofe  unblefs’d 
Till  he  his  paitner  had  diftrefs’d. 

Or  try her  quiet  to  deftroy, 

Mifchief  and  rnifery  all  his  joy  ; 

While  fhe,  bright  charmer,  midi!  thedcene 
Appear’d  immoveably  ferene, 

Nor  one  complaining  word  return’d. 
Though  deep  her  foul  in  fecret  mourn’d. 
Thus  ,  when  dark  clouds  the  day  defotm, 

A  rainbow  fmiles,  and  gilds  the  {form. 

Whfn  night  had  fpread  her  mantle  round. 
And  all  was  huih’d  in  peace  profound. 

The  wretch  renew’d  his  wonted  ftrife. 

Still  ftudious  to  torment  his  wife  ; 

Till,  like  fome  wayward,  peevifh  child, 

By  no  foft  arts  to  be  beguil’d, 

He  clofed  his  eyes  with  fleep  oppreft, 

And  all  his  noife  was  laid  to  reft. 

One  day,  returning  from  his  ground^ 
Encircled  with  his  fporring  hounds, 

Up  flairs  in  all  his  dirt  he  flew’, 

And  with  him  all  his  filthy  crew  j 
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Beds,  fofas,  rooms  they  travers’d  o’er, 

And  fcatter’d  mire  through  ev’ry  Sogr ; 
This  huge,  fuperlative  offence, 

This  outrage  of  malevolence. 

His  gentle  mate,  with  meeknefs  took: 
Without  one  angry  word  or  look, 

1  hough  down  her  cheeks  in  filence  ftole 
The  tears,  that  fpoke  her  anguife’d  foul. 

Thrice  had  the  fwift. revolving  fun 
1  hrough  Heav’n  s  wide  arch  his  journey  run. 
When,  as  his  partner. flili  poffefs’d 
Her  peaceful  temper,  and  exprefs’d 
Her  love  in  ev’ry  pleating  way, 

Eager  t  oblige  and  to  obey. 

This  worfe  than  brute,  this  fiend  began 
At  length  to.foftcn  into  man. 

*  •  :  ~  /  >  i  *  ■; 


“  How  could  you,  my  long-injurUFair. 
“  With  my  late  cruel  infult  bear! 
c'  What  motive  influenced  your  mind 

“  To  be  fo  patient  and  fo  kind  V* 

* 

Mr  Heat,  I  11  fell  you,  fhe  reply’d, 
And  as  (he  fpoke,  (lie  deeply  figh’d  : 

“  As  I  perceive  you  bent  to  take 
“  T  he  road  to  the  infernal  lake, 

“  And  know  that  you  ere  long  mull  dwell 
“  In  everlafling  fires  in  hell, 

1  am  refolv'd  with  all  my  pow'r 
**  nuke  you  bleft  irom  hour  to  hour  i 

i  *  v  i  1 
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■  MJ  ? 

Unwilling  you  fliould  undergo 
**  Both  prefent4  and  eternal  woe.-* 

,  SHfe  faid— her  anfwer  like  a  dart, 
Planted  its  anguifh  in  his  heart : 

He  ligh’d,  he  wept,  he  ceafed  his  ftrife,  1 
With  tender  love  embraced  his  wife,  > 
And  from  that  houf  reform’d  his  life.  J 

Thus  by  one  gentle,  faithful  word 
The  bruts  was  to  the  man  reflored. 

Her  prudent  love  the  happy  mean 
Set  home  by  pow’r  and  grace  unfeen. 
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The  Oyer-fondness  of  Parents,  or  the, 
m ij era  ole  C  o  n  s  e  qu  e  n  c  e  s  of  unbound* 
eel  Indulgence  tv  Children. 


A 


PAIR  in  Hymen's  filken  bands 
Xiao  join  d  their  hearts  as  well  as  hands  i 
A  lovely  Girl  their  marriage  crown'd. 

In  whom  their  veiy  fouls  were  bound. 

In  auburn  ringlets  waved  her  hair. 

Her  features  fine,  complexion  fair  s. 

high  fhe  grew  in  their  efteem, 
Affedion  fhed  fo  hot  a  gleam 
Mifs  muft  be  ever  gratify'd. 

In  nought  oppo fed,  in  nought  deny'd,. 
And  father,  mother,  fervants  all 
Obedient  wait  upon  her  cal!. 

On  the  young  Lady's  natal  day, 

When  her  fixth  year  had  roll'd  away, . 

A  fumptous  dinner  was  prepared, 

And  lavourite  friends  the  banquet  fhared  i 
'The  turbot  dignify 9d  the  board, 

The  cellar  yielded  up  its  hoard 
Of  gen’rous  ales,  and  gen’rous  wines, 

The  choice  of  French  and  Spani/h  vines  j 
io  crown  the  whole  at  laft  appears, 

A  noble  pile  a  bafket  bears, 

Of  rich,  ripe  fruits  a  various  (lore. 

Enough  for  all  the  guefts,  and  more  : 

The  fig  that  under  purple  flams 
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A  luxury  of  fweets  contains, 

The  grape,  with  juice  ne&areous  crown'd. 
The  peach  for  lufcious  tafte  renown'd. 

The  azure  plumb,  the  golden  pear, 
Thechoiceft  produds  of  the  year* 

The  Girl  we!l-p!eafed  the  bafket  faws 
And,  knowing  that  her  will  was  law, 
Claim'd  the  whole  cargo  as  her  own  : 
Without  a  check,  without  a  frown 
The  parents  fat,  like  idiots,  mute. 

Whale  Mi/s  monoplized  the  fruit. 

Some  part  fhe  bit  and  fJaver'd  o'er. 

Some  pail  in  play  in  pieces*  tore, 

And  more  than  half  fiie  crufh'd  and  mafh'd. 
And  on  the  floor  in  ruin  dafh'd. 

Until  the  defert  was  deftroy'd. 

And  not  one  friend  one  tafte  enjoy'd* 

When  Mifs  had  wafted  all  the  flora 
The  bafket  in  her  hand  fhe  bore, 

Till  from  the  fkies  the  fun  withdrew. 

And  the  full  moon  appear'd  in  view  ; 
Which,  as  her  filver  light  fhe  died. 

As  our  young  Lady  pafs'd  to  bed. 

The  Girl  mfifted  fhould  from  Heav'n 
Be  fetch'd,  and  ftrait  to  her  be  giv'n* 

That  in  fhe  bafket's  empty  fpace 
Her  hands  the  fhining  ball  might  place  : 

“  It  can't  be  done,"  the  parents  cry'd-«* 

44  It  fhall  be  done  l"  the  child  reply 'd— 
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My  deareft  creature,  pray  be  ftill”-~ 
“Pii  have  the  moon,  I  will,  I  will! 
u  My  open  balket  here  it  lies*  ; 

,b  Reach  me  the  play-thing  from  the  (kies !” 

^  Miss^  who  had  never  been  deny’d 
rler  will  till  now,  wept,  fobbed,  and  figh’d 
And  wept,  and  fobbed,  and  figh’d  again? 
All  reafonings,  all  perfuafions  vain  \ 

Till,  in  her  ecftacy  of  grief. 

That  burft  a‘ll  bounds,  fpurn’d  all  relief? 
Convulfions  feiz’d  upon  her  frame. 

And  next  a  raging  Fever  came. 

That,  baffling  all  attemps  to  fave. 

Sent  her  untimely  to  the  grave  : 

The  moon  employ’d  her  latefl  breath, 

And  quiver’d  on  her  tongue  in  death* 
Too  late  the  fire,  and  mother  own 
In  many  afruitlefs  tear  and  groan 
Their  cruei  fondnefs,  and  lament? 

Their  folly  in  their  puniflhment. 

Beware,  ye  parents,  left  your  love 
A  curfe,  and  not  a  bleffing  prove  : 

Often  a  child  its  ruin  meets 
By  falfe  indulgence,  poifonous  fweets  : 

If  we  would  hope  our  vines  fflould  bear 
Rich,  purple  ciufters  ev’ry  year. 

The  tutor’d  frees  rnuft  often  feel 
The  amputations  of  the  fteel  : 

Uncheck’d  luxuiience  ufelcfs  grows  j 
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Few  grapes  are  found  in  lawlefs  boughs# 
Paffion,  and  pride,  and  lull  of  fvsay 
In  life’s  firfl  days  their  llrength  difpiay,. 
While  reafon  wakes  by  flow  degrees, , 

Or  our  right  road  but  dimly  fees. 

Y®  Barents,  try  to  curb  the  fir  ft; 
And,  be  the  Iatt  as  kindly  nurfed  r- 
In  fine,  by  Wildom’s  fteady  light; 
Bireel  your  progeny  aright, 

And,  to  fecure  their  fouls  from  ill,  - 
And  aid  their  fteps  up  Virtue’ s.  hill. 
Now  fniile  in  love,  now  frown,  in  pow’?, 

For  each  in  turn  (hould  reign  its  hour 
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Parental  Severity,  or  the  dr  e  ajdt« 

FUL  CoNSEQIJENCES  dtl  HARSH 
Car  hi  A<3ii  to  wards  Chijlb* 

KEN. 

A  MAM,  who,  with  confummate  art 
Veil'd  his  malignity  of  heart. 

With  a  young  lady  join'd  his  hand 
In  wedlock  s  honourable  band  £ 

Who,  when  the  year  had  journey’d  round. 
With  a  twin-birth  their  marriage  crown’d  r 
A  Daughter  this,  and  that  a  Son, 

Who  as  the  circling  feafons  run. 

Grew  up  an  hopeful,  pleafing  pair, 
Worthieft  parental  love  and  care; 

But,  as  they  pafs’d  from  fiage  to  ft  age. 

And  now  were  near  arrived  at  age. 

The  father,  rough  and  proud  of  fway, 
Harrafs’d  their  lives  from  day  to  day 
With  frowns,  and  menaces,  and  blows. 

Such  as  a  Turkijh  vafTal  knows. 

The  youth, the  nymph,  abhorr’d  their  firt^ 
And  to  leaiefs  their  wrongs  confpire 
To  quit  his  family,  nor  more 
Come  near  the  cruel  tyrant’s  door. 

The  Son  elopes,  and  for  awhile 
Earn’d  his  fubfiftance  by  his  toil  ; 

But  wide  o’er  fea  and  land  he  rang’d,. 

And  oft  his  fituation  chang’d  ; 
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Si ; 

Till  by, corruption’s  ftream  drawn  in. 

And  venturing  on  from  fin  to  fin, 

Th’  unhappy  youth  whirl’d  round  and  round', - 
Then  funk,  in  utter  ruin  drown’d. 

The  Daughter  to  obtain  relief5 
From  her  perpetual  pangs  of  grief, , 

Fled  to  a  near  kind  relative, 

With  whom  (he  hoped  ferene  to  live,. 

As  well  (he  knew  her  gentle  mind, 

To  love  and  peace  how  well  inclined.’ 

The  aunt,  for fuch  fee  was,  received5 
Her  niece,  and  for  her  troubles  grieved-*?’. 
But  when  the  furly  Tyrant  knew 
Whither  the’  fugitive  withdrew,- 
He  order’d  an-  exprefs  away 
For  hei^retuin  without  delay  ; 

Threatning,  -feould  fee  refufe  to  come,' 

That  he  in  feame  would  force  her  home 
The  Girl  reluttantly  comply’d. 

And  felt  the  monfter’s  pow’rand  pride: 
Redoubl’d,  which  in  dire  defpair 
She  now  refolv’d  no  more  to  bear. 

But  from  her  native  fpot  withdrew,  - 
And  to  the  domes  of  London  flew. 

While  money,  her  demands  fupply’d. 
She  fail’d  on  pleafure’s  flowing  tide. 

From  fight  to  fight  fee  pafs’d  the  day, 

At  night  was  conftaat  at  the  play  j 
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But,  when  refources  fail’d,  and  ffig 

*7  n^ght  but  ghaftly  poverty, 

A  lord  ling  s  M/ftrefs  (he  became, 

And  for  fubfiftance  brook’d  the  fhame  : 
iive  months  in  grandeur’s  gawdy  glare, 
-And  luxury  he  kept  the  fair,  “  * 

l*e  turn’d  her  on  the  town, 

H  here,  unprovided,  all  unknown, 

&he  quickly  funk  beneath  the  brute, 

•An  errant,  public  proftitufe. 

Tl  Parents  »hi!e  with  tirmfa  han 
You  go.ern,  and  yonr  houli  command. 
With  love  and  clemency  prefide, 

tfrhiMiJ"?  Ieinsrvyitb  Pfudence  guide, 
“  cJh,ldren  fwerve  from  virtue's  line. 

And  to  the  paths  of  vice  decline. 

By  ev’ry  gentle  method  (how  «• 

The  better  road  their  fteps  ihould  go  | 

Nor  t,U  nsrld  means  are  trv’d  in  vain. 

With  penal  terrors  arm  your  reign  : 

Rigour  Will  make  them  hate  your  laws. 
But  tendernefs  affedion  draws. 


Firm  to  withftand  the  nothern  blaft 
The  trav  ler  bound  his  garment  fad. 
But,  when  he  felt  the  folar  flame, 

S?  fie  cn.G“mb’ring  covering  came  ; 

J  hink,  think  how  mod  unnatural 
Tr  opprefs,  difpiric,  an  J  enthral 
'Hie  children.,  that  slh gracious  Heaven* 
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tHas  to  your  arms  and  bofonis  giv’n  ? 
sBirds,  hearts  carefs  their  tender  brood, 

1  he  bloody  tyrants  of  the  wood, 

The,  wolf,  the  tyger,  and.  the  bear 
■Make  their  young  progeny  their  care  j 
And  why  fhall  fires,  with  reafc-n  crown’d, 
Delight  in  fpreading  terrors  round. 

Nor  mingle  with  their  gloomy  fway 
cOne  fmiling,  one  propitious  ray? 

Indulgence  may  deft ru&ive  prove. 

But  (tiil  indulgence  Ihows  our  love  ; 

But  where  the  love  when  brutal  pow’r 
<  Chides,  threatens,  thunders  ev’ry  hour  ? 
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The  Love  of  a  Child  to  its  Parents  ^ 
the  happy  Restoration  of  their 
Affections  to  eac?h  other. 

NINE  years  a  wedded  pair  had  fpent 
With  fcarce  a  ruffling  difcontent  : 
Their  marriage  one  fwcet  hlofifom  ble($’d3 
Of  every  charming  grace  poffefs’d, 

And  ev’ry  day  and  *  ev’ry  hour 
Still  more  and  more  endear’d  the  flow’r  j 
But,  though  fo  bright  a  fcene  as  this 
Promis’d  uninterrupted  blifs, 

In  the  tenth  year  the  Man  and  Wife 
Broke  into  furious  jars  and  ftrife  ; 

To  fuch  an  height  their  variance  rofe 
The  lovers  were  transform’d  to  foes* 

And  ev’ry  day  and  night  renew’d 
Their  quarrels  and  difquietude  : 

Still  going  on  from  tad  to  worfe, 

And  each  to  each  a  growing  curfe9 
To  put  an  end  to  all  the  ftrife 
They  both  refolved  to  part  for  life. 

The  time  was  fix’d,  the  morning  came 
Far,  far  away  to  bear  the  dame  ; 

The  coach  flood  ready  at  the  door  ; 
One  cold  falute,  and  ail  was  o’er  ! 

But Tleav’n  defeated  the  intent 
By  a  furprifing  incident* 

Soon  as  the  dear  young  daughter  knew 
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"What  courfe  her  parents  would  purfuc, 
How  that  the  Father  meant  to  flay. 

Her  Mother ,  to  remove  away, 

She,  who  had  equal  lore  to  both. 

Alike  to  part  with  either  loth. 

Now  to  her  tender  father  clung. 

Now  on  her  tender  mother  hung. 

“  Pappa,  Ihe  cries,  with  you  I'll  flay  ; 
gc  Mam?na ,  with  you  I'll  go  away.” 

Faft  flow’d  her  tears,  aloud  {he  cry’d. 

Nor  could  her  grief  be  pacify'd  : 

The  parents  felt  their  bowels  move 
With  fvmpathetic  pain  and  love  : 

The  Father  thought,  fliould  I  detain 
My  Daughter  (he  might  weep  in  vain 
Her  Mother9®  lofs,  and  pine  away, 

Though  in  a  How,  yet  fure  decay  : 

The  Mother  reafon'd,  fhould  the  child. 

So  tender,  dutiful  and  mild, 

Be  from  her  fire's  embraces  torn 
How  could  I  bear  to  fee  her  mourn 
In  hopelefs  forrow  ?  What  could  fa*e 
My  darling  from  th*  untimely  giave  ? 

To  be  fecure  from  all  this  grief, 

And  give  themfelves  and  child  relief. 
They  chang'd  their  minds,  agreed  to  quell 
Their  paflions,  and  together  dwell 
In  mutual  comfort  all  their  days, 

At  lead  to  make  their  beft  eiTays : 
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Thu*  the  unhappy  parent*  rent, 

Driv’n  from  themfelve*  in  difcontent. 
By  their  dear  daughter’s  love  o’ercome 
Ceas’d  all  their  ftrife,  and  (hared  one  home 
How  richly  honour’d  was  the  fhoot 
That  yielded  fuch  celeflial  fruit  ! 
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Jin  old  Man,  who  had  barbarously  nfed 
his  Father,  requited  by  his  bar¬ 
barous  Son. 

A  Wretch,  the  human  form  who  bore. 
But  fhow’d  of  human  nothing  more, 
Grown  up  in  life,  with  aSuence  blefs’d, 

As  if  by  fome  foul  fiend  poffifs’d, 

Center'd  in  feif,  and  fond  of  pow’r, 

Was  haughty,  infoient,  and  four. 

Beneath  his  roof  his  father  dwelt, 

Who  age’s  pains  and  weaknefs  felt  ; 

He  bent  and  (hook  in  ev’ry  limb. 

His  hearing  dull,  his  vifion  dim  j 
But  ftill  he  linger’d  in  decay, 

And  made  on  earth  too  long  a  flay, 

As  his  ungracious  fon  declared, 

Who  fa w  his  avarice  debari’d 
Of  what  his  aged  fire  detain’d. 

So  long  as  he  in  life  remain’d. 

One  day  with  the  old  man,  the  fon 
A  quarrel  without  caufe  begun  : 

Now  call  d  him  fool,  now  knave  by  turns. 
At  laft,  fo  fierce  his  fury  burns, 

He  ft  ruck  his  father  with  his  fift, 

Whofe  force  unable  to  refift, 

He  tumbled  proftrate  on  the  ground. 

But  there  he  no  compaflion  found9 
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The  monfter  feiz’d  his  hoary  locks. 

His  cries,  his  fhrieks,  his  pleadings  mocks 
And  trails  his  body  on  the  floor 
Till  he  had  drag’d  him  to  the  door. 
Whence  to  expel  him  as  he  try’d, 

<s  Son  hold  your  hand,”  the  father  cry’d, 
Only  thus  far  my  fire  I  drew, 

6i  Let  me  not  be  worfc  ufed  by  you.’* 

How  oft  does  equal  providence 
Evil  in  its  own  kind  diipenfe. 

And  in  our  prefent  miferies  fhow 
What  former  crimes  we  dared  to  do  ? 

The  king,  who  loft  his  thumbs  and  foes, 
Confefs’d  amidft  his  bleeding  woes 
A  righteous  God  to  him  had  dealt 
What  feventy  kings  from  him  had  felt*. 

Abimelech  his  brethren  flew, 

And  heav’nly  vengeance  on  him  drew 

A  woman  fends  a  forceful  ftone 

Full  on  his  head,  and  crufh’d  the  bonef*. 

If  A gags  fword  with  human  gore 
In  its  mad  rage  is  crimfon’d  o’er, 

Agag  himfclf  expires  at  length 
Under  the  fword’s  refiftlefs  flrength  If, 
Abfalom  rulhes  into  arms 
Of  treafon,  and  his  fire  alarms, 

*  'Judges  i.  6,  7.  f  Ibid  ix.  53,  54. 

|  2  Sam .  xviii.  14. 

i 
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Sufpended  in  the  oak  the  dart 
Avenging  plung’d  into  his  heart  §. 

By  Ahab ,  and  by  *Je%ebel 
The  undeferving  Naboth  fell  : 

On  the  fame  fpot  where  he  was  flain. 

Where  the  dogs  drank  his  gufhing  vein* 

By  heavens  juft  doom  the  eager  hounds 
Lapt  the  blood  fpouting  from  their  wounds. # 

Haman  erects  a  gallows  high 
Where  worthy  Mwdecai  fhould  die. 

But  there  in  infinite  difgrace 

The  haughty  wretch  fupply’d  his  place  f . 

These  inflances  with  others  fhow 
That  providence  prefidcs  below, 

At  times  in  gloomy  clouds  conceal'd, 

At  times  refuigently  reveal’d  ; 

For,  fhoufd  its  fplendors  not  appear. 

Men  might  fufpeft  its  prefence  here, 

Or  if  it  always  fhould  difplay 
Its  vengeful  or  propitious  ray 
Fcr  ev’ry  vile  or  viituous  deed. 

It  might  that  judgement  fuperfede. 

When  the  fupreme,  omnilcient  Lord 
Shall  give  to  all  their  juft  teward, 
Advancing  thefe  to  heav’nly  blifs. 

And  dooming  thofe  to  hell*$  abyfs. 

§  i  Sam.  xv.  33. 

*  1  Kings  xxu.  28.  and  2  Kinp  ix,  2?,  %C, 

t  Ejiher  vii.  9,  xo.  6  * 
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The  Conduct  of  the ■  Thief  at  the; 

Gallows  to  his  Mother,  whe 
had  been  the  Prompter  of 
his  Wickedness,  and 
the  Cause  of  his 
Ruin. 

A  BOY,  mod  ignorantly,  bred. 

Who  what  was  good  nor  heard  nor  read, 
And  by  his  parents  patterns  taught 
AH  that  was  infamoufly  naught, 

As  he  pafs’d  on  from  ftagc  to  flags 
From  infancy  to  manly  age, 

Grew  worfe  and  worfe,  in  fin  more  bold. 
Neither  by  God  nor  man  control’d. 

At  length  a  gang  of  thieves  he  join’d, 
And  lometimes  fecretly  purloin’d, 

And  fometimes  on  the  open  way 
Plundered  beneath  the  eye  of  day 
juftice,  who  finners  ne  er  forfakes. 
However  flow  the  fteps  fhe  takes, 

Seiz’d  him  at  laft  with  rigorous  hands* 

And  clapp’d  him  in  her  iron  bands  : 

From  prifon  to  the  bar  he  part, 

Where  for  his  crimes  the  wretch  was  caff, 
And  doomed  in  a  few  days  to  die, 
Smpended  by  the  neck  on  high  : 

The  morning  came  :-the  fheriff’s  train. 

The  conftabies  of  office  vain, 
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The  cart  his  body  to  convey; 

The  coffin  to  inclofe  his  clay. 

The  gazing  crowd,  the  tolling  bell-,. 
Hangman  and  cord  his  fate  forecel. 

As  he  drew  near  the  place  of  death,. 

In  fobs  and  fighs  he  fpent  his  breath, 

Now  wrung  his  hands,  now  beat  his  breaff; 
His  foul  immeafurably  diftrefl  : 

At  riving  there  he  caft  his  eye 
Upon  his  mother  (landing  by  ; 

He  afk'd  to  fpeak  a  word  with  her  } 

Leave  was  obtain'd  without  demur  j: 

He  clapt  his  mouth  upon  her  ear, 

And,  while  fhe  litVned  what  to  hear. 

Infix'd  his  teeth,  and  bit  it  through  ; 

Soon  as  the  crowd  the  mifehief  knew,. 
Amazed: provok'd  to  rage  and  hate, 

All  cry’d,  he  well  deferv’d  his  fate, 

And  urg'd  it  on  ; — when  thus  the  fon,. 

“  Good  people,  what  I  now  have  done 
“  May  feem  a  mod  enormous  crime, 
c<  Black’ntd  with  horrors  by  the  time 
“  But  know  this  woman,  (mother  (he 
“  Deferves  not  to  be  ftiied  by  me) 

“  Has  brought  me  to  this  dreadful  place* 

“  To  all  this  ruin,  this  difgrace. 

“  When  I  a  top  or  marble  thiev’d  1 
“  From  my  young  playmates,  Ihe  receiv’d, 

“  Well-knowing  whence  they  came, the  fpoils, 

“  Gave  me  her  kiffes  and  her  fmiies. 
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*{  Whenever  I  tranfgrefs’d  my  bounds, 

**  ^  en^ur  d  upon  a  neighbour’s  grounds. 
And  bore  his  fruits  and  fowls  away 
This  monfter  welcom’d  home  the  prey  y 
11  Oall  d  me,  good  child,  my  deeds  approv’d, 
“  I  he  more  I  ftole,  the  more  hie  loved  : 

“  Cherilh’d  by  her, from  ftrength  to  ftrength 
“  My  vices  grew,  and  now  at  length 
c‘  I  reap  in  agonies  unkown 

I  he  baleful  harveft  fhc  has  fown  !” 

Ye  Parents,  from  this  inftance  learn. 
And  right  from  what  is  wrong  difeern  y 
Into  your  progeny  inlfil 
Betimes  their  Maker's  holy  will. 

And,  when  their  giddy  flaps  incline 
To  flray  from  virtue’s  facred  line, 

Ufe  aii  your  wifdom,  all  your  might 
To  bend,  to  fix  them  to  the  right. 

How  dire  to  hear  your  children  fay 
At  death,  or  on  the  judgement  day. 

They  to  their  wicked  parents  owe 
Their  prefent  and  their  future  woe ! 

How  bleft  to  hear  their  tranfports  own, 

Or  in  this  world,  or  world  unknown, 

The  holy  precepts  you  have  giv’n, 

Shew’d  them  the  road  to  Life  and  HeaVn  \ 

qgjf 
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Signal  Punishment  upon  Undutifulness* 

to  Parents. 


A  YOUTH  there  was,  extremely  bad,. 

With  fin,  the  word  of  madnefs,  mad  j; 
Lying,  licentious,  and  profane. 

Unruly,- impudent,  and  vain* 

And  add  to  all  a  plague  he  proved 
To  them,  whom  he  fhould  moil  have  loved®* 
His  parents,  who  their  fon  carefs’d, 

And  with  their  hourly  kindnefs  blefs’d5> 
With  foul  defpite  the  monfier  ufed,s 
Provok’d,  infuited,  and  abufed, 

Heap'd  on  them  mod  opprobrious  -names,, - 
And  curfed  them  to  th’  infernal  flames. 

The  wretch  without  remorfe -or  fear- 
Rapid  ruftfd  on  in  fin's  career,. 

Till  to  poffefs  a  rich  man’s  (lores, - 
He  fcal’d  hrs  walls,  and  bur  ft  his  doorer, 

And  finding  by  no  other  way 
How  he  couid  grafp  the  wealthy  prey. 

Shed  of  the  fire  and  fon  the  blood, 

Who  his  accused  attempts  withflood. 

The  mifereant  in  the  fad  was  caught. 

And  to  the  bar  of  j  office  brought, 

Where  he  was  doom’d  in  fhame  to  die^ 

And  his  remains  to  rot  on  high. 

Arrived  at  the  fatal  place, 

His- crimes  all  flared  him  in  the 'faces* 
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And  mo  ft  how  he  his  parents  ufed, 

Spurn  d  their  advice,  their  love  abufed  j 
“  Now.  now,  he  cry’d  on  me  will  light 
“  That  Curie  fo  long  I  dared  to  flight  j 
“  1  he  eye,  that  mocks  its  father’s  will, 

“  1  he  eye  difdaining  to  fulfil 
“  Its  Mother’s  pleafure,  this  lhall  know 
“  t  he  fouled  (hams,  the  foreft  woe  e 
“  Ravens  lhall  fcoop  its  from  its  cup, 

“  And  the  young  eagles  eat  it  up*  ; 

I  his  lhame,  this  woe  by  doom  divine, 

**  And  hell  s  eternal  pains  are  mine  !’' 

He  fpoke,  his  eyes  with  horror  glare; 
in  inconceivable  defpair 

He  launch  d  from  life  ;  his  pale  remains 
Were  quickly  gibbetted  in  chains, 

His  eyes,  and  his  whole  carcafe  giv’n 
A  banquet  to  the  fowls  of  heav’n. 

Sons,  daughters,  on  this  fcene  refleft, 

And  treat  your  parents  with  refped  ; 
Refpett  !  I  back  recall  the  word^ 

Let  them  be  rev’renc’d  and  preferr’d 
Above  all  others.  What  they  fay 
On  fwifteft  wings  of  love  obey, 

What  they  forbid  avoid  to  do  ; 

Their  comfort  as  your  own  purfue. 

Prov.  xxx.  1 7'  “The  eye  that  mocks  at 
his  father,  and  defpijes  to  obey  his  mother ,  the 

ravens  of  the  valley  Jhall  pick  it  out ,  and  the 
young  eagles  Jhall  eat  it. 
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**  Honour  thy  parents,  faid  the  Lord, 

64  When  trembling  Sinai  heard  his  word, 

“  That  in  the  land  thy  God  fhall  give 
g4  Thou  long  in  happinefs  may’fl;  live  V* 

In  the  new  code  of  truth  divine, 

Wherein  harmonious  glories  fhine 
The  holieft  laws,  and  richeft  grace. 

To  guide  and  blefs  our  ruin’d  race, 

This  great  commandment  blooms  anew. 
Where  blooms  its  blifsful  promife  too  §» 

From  difobedience,  horrid  crime 
To  guard  the  Jews  in  future  time 
Jehovah  gave  th*  exprefs  command. 
Written  by  Mofes  faithful  hand. 

That  fhould  there  rife  their  tribes  among 
A  fon  rebellious,  bent  on  wrong. 

Stubborn,  perverfe,  and  diffolute. 

Who  dared  his  parents*  will  difpute. 

Nor  to  their  voice  would  yield  an  ear, 

Tho'  to  poffefs  his  foul  with  fear. 

And  turn  the  wanderer  back  to  God, 

They  had  not  fpared  the  chaft  ning  rod. 
When  fuch  the  cafe,  fo  Heav’n  decrees. 

Let  his  own  fire  the  rebel  feize. 

And  bring  him  to  the  city  gates 
Before  th*  aflembled  magiftrates  ; 

When  both  the  parents  thus  (hall  fay, 

44  Our  fon  will  not  out  voice  obey, 

#  Exod.  xx.  13.  §  Eph.  vi.  3,  3. 
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On  folly  obftinately  bent, 

Rebellious  to  our  government, 
c<  Averfe  to  labour,  drown’d  in  flotfa, 

1C  A  glutton  and  a  drunkard  both/* 

This  accufation  heard  and  proved. 

The  city,  by  his  tears  unmoved, 

Shall  as  one  man  confederate  rife. 

And  ftone  the  mifereant  till  he  dies  % 

Thus  for  the  crimes  of  crimfon  dye. 

Ye  fhall  your  nation  purify. 

While  I/real  through  its  coafts  fhall  hear 
The  righteous  wrath  with  folemn  fear  *. 

When  Ham  expofed  his  father’s  ihame 
An  heavy  curfe  upon  him  came,  f 
See  againft  both  his  king  and  fire 
'I  h’  ungracious  Abfalom  confpire, 

Roufe  half  the  kingdom  into  arms, 

And  .ftiake  the  throne  with  dire  alarm*  x 
But  foon  from  his  defeated  hoft. 

All  his  proud  hopes  of  empire  loft. 

He  flies,  and  by  his  length  of  hair 
Caught  in  the  oak  depends  in  air. 

Where  he  receives  the  forceful  dart. 

That  plung’d  tefifllefs  to  his  heart 

The  Rechabites  were  prais’d  by  Heav’a 
To  them  peculiar  grace  was  giv’n, 

•  Dcvt.  xxi.  18—22.  \Gcn.  ix,  25. 

|  2  Sam.  xviii.  14. 
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Becaufe  they  fteadfadly  obey’d 
Th’  injun&ions  by  their  father  laid. 

When  from  the  world  his  fpfritfied, 
ffiis  body  mingled  with  the  dead  §. 

When  the  eternal  word  came  down, 
And  took  a  body  like  our  own, 

Thiough  the  whole  period  of  his  growth,, 
Through  all  his  childhood,  all  his  -'youth. 
He,  fubjeft  to  his  parents  will, 

Was  pleas’d  their  pleafure  to  fulfil  :* 

When  on  the  crofs  out-ftretch’d  he  fpy’d 
His  friend  and  mother  at  his  fide, 

“  Woman,”  he  faid,  “  behold  thy  fon, 

“  So  deem  him  till  thy  years  are  run 
6i  My  fon,  ”  he  cry’d,“  thy  mother  fee, 

“  Let  her,  as  fuch,  be  ISlefs’d  in  thee/:f 

Of  filial  love  amazing  proof, 

That,  when  on  ruin’d  man’s  behoof. 

Such  infinite  diftrefs  he  bore. 

And  the  blood  ftream’d  from  ev’ry  pore. 
When  from  his  peerlefs  facrifice 
He  faw  what  boundlds  blifs  would  rife. 

He  for  his  mother  fhould  provide 
A  fon,  a  guardian,  and  a  guide 
In  the  difciple,  whom  he  loved, 

By  him  mod  honour’d,  mod  approved. 

§  xxxv. 

#  Luke .  ii.  51.  f  John  xix.  26,  37. 
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Children,  the  Saviour’s  fteps  purfue. 
Let  what  he  was  be  feen  in  you. 

Obey  your  parents  all  your  days, 

jl  heir  cnndsmf-  A _ _ 
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¥he  Pious  Youth  :  or  the  Pleasures  of 
Religion  in  Life  and  Death. 

1  "  > 

FROM  parents,  fervants  of  the  Lord,  ' 
Who  fear’d  his  name,  obey’d  his  word. 
And  in  the  paths  of  piety v 
Conduced  their  young  progeny, 

Obedience  with  their  praifes  crown’d. 

On  ev’ry  mifdemeanbr  frowned, 

Eufebius  fprung  ;  his  tender  mind 
Favour’d  by  heav'n,  to  good  inclined^ 

Drank  their  divine  inflrudions  in, 

With  Virtue  clofed,  and  fear’d  to  fin  ; 

Thus  cultur’d  grounds  th’  etherial  rtream 
Itnbibe,  and  now  th’  etherial  beam 
Till  flow’rs,  and  fruits,  and  golden  grain? 
Invert  th£  garden  or  the  plain  $ 

From  childhood  up  to  manly  age 
He  feem’d  to  all  a  growing  fage  5 
His  fabbaths  he  devoutly  kept  ; 

When  he  arofe,  before  he  flept 
He  offer'd  his  requefts  to  heav?ir, 

Andblefs'd  his  God  for  mercies  giv’ii. 

The  Bible,  in  whofe  pages  fhine 
The  beams  of  light  and  love  divine, 

He  read,  he  ponder’d,  and  believ’d. 

And  all  its  holy  truths  receiv’d  ; 

Its  do&rines,  through  its  volumes  traced,* 
With  a  firm  faith  his  foul  embraced  $ 
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Its  laws,  with  fo  much  goodneft  mixt, , 
rus  love  and  admiration  fixt. 

Its  promifes,  with  grace  replete, 

Were  to  his  tafle  divinely  fweet  j 
Its  threats,  with  heav’n’s  artillery  arm’d 
J  o  pumih  fin,,  his  fears  alarm’d  • 

Thus  taught  thus  form fti’d,  thus  imprefi/. 
Of  vital  holtnefs  poffeft  ;  r 

from  day  to  day,  from  hour  to  hour 
J-*iifcbnis  fhow  d  its  toward  pow’r# 

For  afts  of  filial  piety* 

No  fon  more  eminent  than  he  : 

Meekntfs  and  ttuth  and  mercy  flung- 
On  ev’ty  accent  of  his  tongue  ; 

Jo  all  mankind  he  gave  their  due 
Nor  fraud  nor  over-reaching  knew  ; 

When  want  and  woe  to  him  apply’d 
He  never  once  his  help  deny’d, 

But  with  as  much  delight  would  give* 

As  mifery  could  his  boons -receive. 

When  this  bright  faint  to  manhood  came 
A  deep  confumption  feiz’d  his  frame  -  ” 

Nine  moons  he  languifh’d  in  decay,  * 

I  he  tenth  dsffolv  d  his  houfe  of  clav  • 

But  what  an  edifying  fcene  !  '  * 

His  mind*  how  patient,  how  ferene  !' 

What  fpeec’nesfrom  his  lips  difliU’tW- 
What  hopes,  what  joys  his  bofom  fill’d 
Death  could  not  make  his  foul  afraid'* 

He  faw  beyond  his  dulky  fhad  ’ 
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Ihe  realms  of  light,  and  love,  and  blifs. 
And  faith  allured  him  they  were  his. 

How  oft  would  he  exult  and  cry. 

While  the  tear  fparkled  in  his  eye  ; 

“  I  know  my  Saviour  lives,  I  know 
“  I  hat  be  one  day  the  heav’ns  lhall  bow, 

And  ftoop  to  earth  !  that  tho’  the  worm 
te  Corrodes  the  fkin,  deftroys  this  form, 

<{  Yet  in  my  fieih  thefe  very  eyes 

Shall  lee  my  God  with  fweet  furprife  j- 
“  My  deeply  humbled  body  firft, 

“  Without,  within,  confign’d  to  dull  *„»’ 

While  friends  and  relatives  flood  by^ 
And  dropt  the  tear,  or  drew  the  figh. 
Whene’er  their:  forrows*  he  efpy’d, 

“  Mourn  not  for  me,  he  calmly  cry’d,. 

“  My  voyage  and  my  dangers  o’er, 

“I’m  making  the  celeftiaT  fhore, 

“  The  region  of  untroubled  reft, 

“  There  to  be  ever,  ever  bleft, 

*'  While  you  awhile  behind  me  flay' 


#  tor  1  know  that  mf  Redeemer  lives,  at'.d 
that  he  fhall fl and  at  the  latter  day  upon  the 
earth  ;  ( or  rife  with  dominion  over  the  dufl) 
and  though  after  my  fkin  worms  deflroy  this 
body,  yet  in  my  flefh  l  fhall  fee  God  :  whom  1 
fhall  fee  for  myfelf  and  my  eyes  fhall  behold 
and  not  another ,  though  my  reins  •  be  confumfld 
within  me — Job  six.  25—2-8.’ 
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Through  winds  and  waves  to  u-rge  your  wayj 

But  to  my  dying  charge  attend* 

Be  fure  to  Heav’n  your  courfe  you  -  bend| 
1  hat,  be  your  paffage  long  or  /hort. 

You  may  attain  the  blifs/ul  port.” 

The  day  on  which  he  bow’d  his  head 
In  death,  he  thus  in  tranfport  faid 
“  Now  I  have  done  with  mortal  things——  - 
“  To  thee,  my  God,  my  fpirit  fprings 
<c  To  hold  an  intercourfe  with  thee 
“  Through  boundlefs,  bled  eternity  : 

“  Parents,  relations  all  adieu, 

“  Till  Heav’n  our  friend/hip  /hall  renew  j 
c*  Adieu,  thou  earth,  and  lower  flcy, 

“  Adieu,  ye  rolling  orbs  on  high  ; 

“Father  of  fpirits,  God  of  love,. 

“  Jesus,  my  advocate  above, 

“  Spirit  of  grace,  enliv’ning  fun, 

“  'To  you  my  life,  my  all,  I  run  ; 

“  Welcome,’ ye  natives  of  the  /ky, 

“  Welcome,  ye  glorious  colony, 

“  Who,  by  redeeming  love  forgiv’n, 

“Now  mingle  with  the  peers  of  Heav’n  • 

“  Welcome,  thou  pure,  thou  bright  abode^ 

“  Palace  and  temple  of  my  God  ;  * 

“  And  ■  welcome  death,  th’  appointed  way 
“  To  realms  of  everlafting  day. 

“  O  thou,  my  father,  thou  my  friend, 

“  To  thee,  my  fpirit  I  commend. 
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“  Thou  haft  redeem’d  and  made  irthineT 
“  By  love,  by  pow’r  by  price  divine  f.” 

t  The  above  fpeech  of  the  pious  youth  on  his * 
Death-bed  is  verfified  Jrom  ^  Dr.  Croockv 
{hank’s  account  of  Mr.  Hugh  Mac  Kail,  in? 
his  hifiory  of the  church  of  Scotland,  VoL  I.  P. 
236,  and  237.  T he  dying  words  of  Mr* 
Mac  Kail  are *  “  I  go  to  yoijr  father ,  and  my  * 

“father,  to  your  God  and  biy  God,  to  your 
“  King,  and  my  King ,  to  the  bleffed '  A p'oftles 
“  and  Martyrs ,  andtfrtbe  city  of  the'  living  l 
“  God,  the  heavenly  Jerufalem,'  to  an  innu * 
“  merable  company  of  Angels,  to  the  general 

AJfembly  and  church  of  the  fir  ft  born,  and 
“  to  God  the  judge  of  all ,  and  to  the  Spir  its  s 
€^of  juft  men  made  per f  eft  ,and  to  Jefus  the  Me - 
“  diator  of  the  new  covenent—And  now  I 
46  leave  ojf  iofpeak  any  more  to  creatures ,  and  • 
“  turn  my  fpeech  to  thee ,  0  Lord  !  And  now  ’ 
3 4  I  begin  my  intercourfe  with  God ,  which  1 
“Jhall  never  be  broken  ofi\  Farewell ,  Father 
“  and  Mother ,  Friends  and  Relations  ;  fare - 
€i  well  the  World,  and  all  Delights  ;  farewell 
“  Meat  and  Drink  ;  farewell  Sun,  Moon,  and 
“  Stars.  Welcome  God  and  Father  ;  welcome 
“  fiweet  fEsus ,  the  meditator  of  the  new  cov- 
£■  <c  enant ;  welcome  blejfedf pint  of Graced  God 
“  of  all  confolation  ;  welcome  Glory  ;  welcome 

“  eternal  Life ;  welcome  Death . - — 0  Lord, 

“  into  thy  hands  I  commit  my  fpirit,for  thou  haft  1 
u redeemed  my  foul,  Lord  God  of  truth." 
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He  laid,  drew  Ihort  his  lab’ring  breath. 

Stretch’d  out  his  limbs,  and  fouled  in  death. 

/ 

W  hen  in  the  grave  his  corpfe  was  laid ' 
All  to  his  pious  memory  paid 
The  tribute  of  their  tears  and  praife, 
Hemark’d  how  bright,  but  few  his  days  j- 
But  molt  the  poor  his  lofs  bemoan’d, 
Itnmeafurably  wept  and  groan’d. 

Who  but  applauds  a  life  like  this  ? 

In  death  who  would  not  tafte  his  blifs  ? 

Ye  young,  ve  old,  his  heps  pur fue. 

And  let  his  virtue  liye  in  you. 

Thus  you;  like  him,  -  may  hope  to  die,  %. 
Like  him  afeend  th’  empyreal  iky.  y 
The  heirs  ofbleft  erernity.  \ 
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The  Profligate  Youth;  or$  The  Mis*  • 
e^ies  of  Wickedness  in  Life  and * 

Deathv 

Tj1 

Jl  ROM  parents  moil  fincerely  good, 
Honour'd  by  all  the  neighborhood* 

Pravus  defcended  y.  but  his  mind 
Was  from  his  birth  to  ill  inclined  ;  * 

“All  good,  advice  a  fide:  he  threw, 

Nor  honour,  nor  obedience  knew, 

Though  father,  mother,  ever  drove 
i*  attach  his  duty  by  their  love.-- 
Brother  and  filler  he  abufed,  . 

Of  crimes  their  innocence  accufed,  - 
Now  ftorm’d  in  rage,  now  lowr’d  in  fpite*  * 
Mifchiefs  and  feuds-  his  whole  delighti 
No  fervant  of  the  houFe  but  he 
Opprefs’d  with"  haughty  tyranny. 

As  bound  his  orders  to  fulfil, 

And  bow  the  vaffals  of -his  will, 

When  he  Some  wickednefs  had  wroughtf 
And  flood  convi&ed  of  the  fault,  3 
With  an  unduanted  impudence 
He  ftill  avow’d  his  innocence  : 

His  fife  his  ruin  to  prevent 
At  length  th’  unruly  (tripling  fentf 
To  a  weil-manag'd  fchool,  where  he  .* 

Grew  defperate  in  iniquity, 

Shook  off  the  matters  lenient  reins 
Befpfod  his  thieats,  and  mock’d  his  pains  : . 
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’Twas  not  enough  himfelf  were  bad, 

But,  like  an  imp  of  hell,  the  lad 
With  all  his  might,  with  all  his  heart 
Try’d  his '  foul  fpirit  to  import 
To  all  his  mates.  The  tutor  ftrove. 

Now  in  the  gentlenefs  of  love, 

Now  in'  the  terrors  of  his  reign, 

To  cure,  to  curb  him  all  in  vain  % 

Even  his  paftime  and  his  fport 
Were  always  of  the  injurious  fort— 

To  maim  fome  inoffenfive  dog— 

To  fet  thetnaftiffon  the  hog— 

Tb  pluck  from  bees  their  wings  arid  thighs—** 
Or  torture  fparrows,  worms  and  flies. 

No  worthy  principle  had  he. 

Bur  feiz’d  another’s  property 
By  open  force,  or  health  unknown^ 

And  freely  ufed  it  as  his  own. 

Alike  by  God  and  man  unaw’d 
He  never  fcupied  to  defraud 
His  fc'oobfellows  of  what  was  theirs 
By  foft  deceit,  or  bluft’ring  airs. 

The  neighbours  fields,  and  orchards  round 
lA  him  a  conftant  plunderer  found. 

And,  glorifying  in  hi>  guilt  and  ftiame, 

Kte  taught  his  mates  to  do  the  fa(me; 

The  matter,  ev’ry  method  try’d 
In  vain  to  flop  the  impetuous  tide, 

Refolv’d  no  more  his  crimes  to  bearv 
Gave  back  the  rebel  in  defpair. 

When  to  his  parents  "he  ret^rn’di 
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All  but  himfelf  his  conduft  mourn’d  j 
-His  fpirit,,  unabafh’d  with  lhame, 
Uatouch’d  with  grief,  remain’d  the  fame 
Apprentice  next  commenc’d  the  lad, 

And  proved  fuperlatively  bad  j 
Vice,  that  fo  deep  ftruck  its  roots, 
^Producing  ft  ill  more  baleful  fruits. 

Sloth,  pailion,  lying,  arrogance, 

-Impurity,  .  intemperance, 

With  oaths  and  curfes  mod  profane 
In  all  his  life  and  language  reign  ; 
Stubborn,  intolerant  of  reproof. 

At  length  he  left  his  mailer’s  roof, 

-Hating  the  man  whofe  wjlh,  whole  aim 
Were  to  reprefs,  and  to  reclaim  : 

Broke  loole  amidlf  the.  raging  gulls 
Of  headlining  paffions,  headftrong  lulls. 
The  wretch  a  while  was  whirl’d  around, 
Then  funk,  in  hopelefs  ruin  drown’d  : 

The  dire  difeafe,  that  lewdnefs  brings. 
Arm’d  with  its  deep-inipoifon’d  Aings, 
Seiz’d  on  his  flefli,  and  pierc'd  him  through. 
Nor  health  and  eafe  he  longer  knew  ; 

While  languishing  in  fwift  decay, 

And  full  of  burning  fores  he  lay. 

And  faw  his  end  approaching  fall, 
Confcience  in  thunder  wpke  at  la  ft. 

“  Oh  !  what  a  monlltr  have  I  been, 

“  How  bold  and  impudent  in  fin  ! 

“  My  crimes  in  countlefs  numbers  rife 
“  With  fcarlct  and  with  crimfon  dies  s 
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* cc  All  sounfels,  warnings  I  refufed, 

“  My  Maker's  clemency  abufed, 

^  His  laws  and  love  alike  Ifpurii’dj, 

^<c  And  evil  for  his  good  returned.* 

“  How  can  I  (land  before1  his  face  ? 

“  How  can  I  hope  for  pardoning  grace, 
u  66  Who  dared  his  offer’d  mercy  flighty 
€c  And  treat  his  fpirit  with  defpite  ? 

“  Whither,  O  whither  (hall  I  fly, 

^  From  life  expell’d,  afraid  to  dye  ? 

£C  My  doom  is  fix’d,  and  I  mud  dwell 
*cc  For  ever  in  the  fires  of  hell  : 

“  Forever—t here  the  auguifh  lies.” 
tHe  fard,  and  roll’d  his  ghaftly  eyes 
Upon  the  minifter  and  friends, 

And  thus  his  fervent  wifhes  fends  : 

46  Pray,  pray  for  me.  God  may  regard 
“  Your  pray  Vs,  tho’  mine  will  not  be  heard  j 
“  O  pray  him  to  reach  out  his  band, 

££  And  fave  an  hell-  enkindled  brand  f.* 

t  The  above  fpeech  is  verified  in  a  great 
,meafure  from  a  ferrnon  of  the  Rev .  Mr.  John 
Shower  entitled  an  exhortation  to  Youth  to 
prepare  for  Judgment,  cccafioned  by  the  late 
repentance  and  funeral  of  a  young  man  deceaf* 
ed,  September  29,  1681.  The  account  Mr. 
Shower  gives  of  this  young  man  is  as  follows.: 
“  I  never  faw  him  to  my  knowledge  fave  on 
cc  his  death-bed .  yet  having  expreffed  his  own 
<c  defire  that  others  might  iske  warning  by 
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SHe  ceas’d  ;  convulfions  feiz’d  his  breath  ; 
&He  fhrick’d3  and  closed  his  eyes  in  death. 

* 66  his  example ,  I  need  not  fcruple  to  acquaint 
^ 44  you  with  what  I  learned  from  himjelf,  and 
is  well  known  to  his  furviving  companions , 
that  during  his  health 'he  put  the  evil  day 
ct far from  him ,  and  yet  was  very  apprehenfive 
^  of  a  future  'Judgment and  concerned  at  his 
• t{  own  unpreparednefs  in  his  lajl  ficknefs , 

' €<  heartily  confeffing ,  /A#/  wvYA  tetfrx,  that 

v€c  he  had  indulged  to  youthful luds>  delighted 
v wicked  company %  lived  in  the  prophana - 
tion  of  the  fabbath,  and  made  a  mock  of  eve - 
* 65  ry  /Amg  « almoft  that  was  ferious  ;  /Z>/x 

55  notwit  h /landing  the  counfels  of  his  friends. f 
“  and  fome  checks  of  his  own  confcience ,  ^  fad ly 
4i  bemoaning  his  forlorn  Jlate ,  having  little 

u  or  no  hope  to  find  mercy  at  the  hand  of  God% 
ic  and  penitentially  con f effing  his  own  wilful- 
nefs  and  folly  that  procured  it  to  himfelf  and 
€i  thereupon  cried  out ,  in  the  bitternefs  of  hh 
foul,  *  O !  had  I  believed,  and  known  w  hat 
“  now  I  do,  I  would  have  been  more  con- 
“  cerned  to  fecure  my  everlafting  inter- 
eft  ;  I  would  have  taken  more  care  to  a- 
“  void  temptation I  would  have  employed 
“  my  time  to  better  purpofes,  and  attended 
“  the  miniftry  of  the  word  in  a  better  man- 
ner  ;  but  I  fear  it  is  now  rco  late.  And 
then  with  the  great  eft  importunity  he  begged 
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Such  P ravus'  life,  fuch  Pravus ’  end  : 
Children  and  youth  with  awe  attend, 

Think  what  tremendous  punilhment 
Thy  young  mad  dinner  underwent, j 
Think  of  his  body’s  racking  pains. 

What  pojfon  tankled  through  his  veins. 
And  moll  wh2t  pangs  tranffix’d  his  heart. 
When  Death  uplifted  high  his  dart. 

And  Hell’s  abyfs  of  miferies 
In  vengeance  flamed  before  his  eyes 

s 

ci  of  God  to  pardon  and  forgive  him  for  the 
Ci fake  of  Chrifi  ;  then,  t offing  from  place  to 
“place,  wringing  his  hands  and  lifting  up  his 
<c  eyes  to  .Heaven  with  mI!  the  offering  vehe- 
mence  of  a  defp airing  foul ,  he  bef ought  affijl- 
“  ance  of  t h of e  about  him  to  feek  to  God  on  his 
“  behalf  Oh  !  pray  for  me,  pray  for  me 
“  tor  ChiifFs  fake  pray  for  me3  that,  if  yet 
“  mercy  may  behad,  the  Lqrd  would  take 
ec  pity  on  a  referable  finner.  *Oh  !  my  fins 
c:  are  a  burden  too  heavy  for  me  to  bear  ! 

I  have  finned,  tho’  GoD  . flood  hyandfaw 
45  me  :  I  have  finned,  tho*  my  conlcience  re. 
45  buked  me  for  it  :  ,1  have  finned,  though 
l  relblved  to  fin  no  more  :  I  know  not 
vvhat  to  do,  nor  which  way  to  turn,  &c. 
For  with  fuch  words  as  thefe ,  fays  Mr, 
Shower,  did  he  bewail  hinjfelf  and  fgnify 
«  the  horrors  of  an  accufing  confcienceH 
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OF  his  licentious  courfe  beware. 

If  you  his  angiiifri  would  not  fhare. 

For  fin  is  forrow’s  bitter  root  ; 

Who  plants  the  weed  mu  ft  eat  the  fruit  : 
Thus,  while  of  mortal  life  pofleft, 

Its  fcenes  fhail  be  illumed  and  blefi:. 
And  thus  with  radiance  divine 
The  vale  of  death  itfelf  (hall  fhine, 

Where  you  fhail  drop  thefe  clogs  of  clay. 
And  to  your  God  fhail  wing  your  way 
T*  enjoy  his  beatific  fight 
In  realms  of  infinite  delights 
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An  Attrocious  MURDER  Artfully- 
Concealed,  Surprisingly  Discov¬ 
ered*  and  Righteously 
Punished.  # 

IN  a  fmall  village  f  near  the  fide 
Where  the  Cam  roils  its  placid  tide, 
There  lived  within  a  century  pad, 

Two  Brothers  ot  a  different  caff  j 
The  one  flagitious,  profligate, 

To  ev’ry  duty  reprobate  ; 

The  other  blamelefs,  gentle,  good, 

Beloved  by  all  the  neighbourhood. 

*  The  account  of  this  Murder ,  its  conceal - 
ment ,  difcovery ,  and  the  execution  of  the  an* 
thor  of  it,  I  received  when  a  lad ,  from  a  per - 
Jon  or  perfons  cf  unquejlionable  veracity .  It 
could  not  but  be  a  matter  of  general  notoriety ,  as 
it  was  laid  open  to  the  world  by  ihe  public  tri¬ 
al  and  corndemnation  of  the  attrocious  criminal 
at  the  aj/izes  at  Cambridge,  and  it  is  no  won¬ 
der  that  it  made  a  deep  and  lading  imprejfion 
upon  all  that  heard  it.  I  fuppofe  from  Jbme 
circuin  fiances,  the  murder  to  have  been  commit¬ 
ted  about  the  year  1710,  or  near  it. - The 

name  of  the  murderer  was  Jonathan  ;  the 
name  of  the  murdered  was  Henry  Stevens. 

f  At  Hornfey,  about  four  miles  fouth-eajl  of 
Cambridge. 
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The  firft  in  early  years  of  life 
Had  taken  to  himfeif  a  wife, 

To  whom  a  numerous  race  {he  bore, 
Then  dy’d  and  left  her  children  poor  j 
For  whofe  fupport  but  little  pains 
He  took,  and  idly  {pent  hi$  gains. 

T  he  other  by  his  induftry. 

Temperance,  and  good  economy. 
Under  the  fmiles  of  providence. 

Had  rais’d  an  eafy  competence. 

And  having  neither  child  nor  wife 
To  be  provided  for  in  life, 

To  fave  his  Brother  from  diftrefs 
And  his  young  progeny  to  blefs. 

He  kindly  afk’d  them  all  to  come, 

And  (hare  his  plenty  and  his  home  j 
His  doors  the  family  receiv’d. 

His  bounty  all  their  wants  reliev’d. 

Thus  for  a  time  beneath  his  roof 
They  lived  enjoying  ev’ry  proof 
Of  gen’rous  care,  their  relative 
In  his  unbounded  iove  could  giye 
But  the  bright  fcene  was  foon  revers’d. 
The  brother,  like  a  fiend,  accurs’d, 
vVith  fuch  diftinguife  d  fayour  crown’d 
By  neither  love  nor  duty  bound,  * 
Rofolv’d  to  take  without  delay 
His  benefaftor’s  life  a  Way, 

And  make  at  once  his  wealth  a  prey. 
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T he  good  man  from  a  market  town  f 
One  night  returning  fat  him  down, 

And  bowing  forward  from  his  feat, 

Try’d  from  his  boots  t ’  unftseath  his  feefo 
Arm’d  with  a  club  the  moniier  came 
Behind  him,  took  a  dreadful  aim. 

Then  flruckhis  head  with  all  his  force* 
Without  compaflion,  or  remorfe. 

Renew’d  his  ftrokes,  daihM  out  his  brainy 
Nor  left  of  life  the  ieaft  remain*,, 

But,  weltering  in  a  flood  of  gore, 

The  corpfe  lay  ftretch’d  along  the  floor. 

When  the  enormous  crime  was  done* 

As  his  foul  guilt  was  but  begun. 

Up  a  deep  flight  of  numerous  flairs* 

Now  by  the  neck,  now  by  the  hairs 
Into  his  room  he  dragged  the  dead. 

And  hid  him  underneath  his  bed. 

To  which  that  night  he  dared  t*o  go* 

Deaf  to  the  cries  of  blood  below. 

The  horrid  fcene  a  daughter  faw. 

When  to  p  fiefs  her  foul  with  awe. 

Her  father  fwoie  “  that  fhouid  {he  dare 
“  One  word  of  what  was  done  declare, 

t  Probably  cither  IJnton,  New-market,  or 
Cambridge,*:///  in  his  neighbourhood .  Mr% 
Henry  Stevens  was  a  farmer. 


GIBBONS’s  POEMS, 


46  She  would  receive  the  fame  from  him, 

44  And  he  would  tear  her  limb  from  limb*?* 

Before  the  morning  (Red  its  ray 
1  he  wretch  removed  the  breathtefs  clay? 
Into  a  barn,  that  flood  hard  by, 

Where,  unobferved  by  ev’ry  eye3 
Deep  in  the  ground  a  pit  he  made 
Where  he  the  mangled  body  laid. 

And  with  the  crumbled  earth  it  gave 
Fili'd  to  the  top  the  tsnbafiowM  grave. 

Then  ftamptit  down  with  all  his  pow5r3, 

Till  firm  and  level  with  the  floor. 

No  foot  could  feel,  *  no  eye  could  trace" 

1  he  lately  excavated  place. 

After  a  week  or  two  were  gone, 

As  the  deceas’d  was  feen  by  none, 
rl  hey  alk  d  his  Brother  where  he  was  ? 

“  Where, "laid  the  wretch  with  from  of  brafe> 

“  I  know  not ;  on  a  journey  he 

Si  Set  out,  but  where,  unknown  to  me.” 

As  the  good  man  (till  difappear’d, 

*  What  might  fecm  fuprizingy  but  yet  was 
true  according  to  my  information ,  and  which 
Jhowed  the  deep  cunning  of  the  villain ,  was 
that ,  when  the  hole  was  broken  up .  the  earth 
in  that  jpot  where  the  body  was  concealed  was 
as  hard ,  an  /  a<  of  clofe  confijlance  as  any  other 
part  oi  the  floor * 
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If  ought  concerning  him  were  heard. 
Neighbours  inquired  from  day  to  day. 

But  all  the  Brother  chofe  to  fay, 

Si  He's  gone  from  hence,  I  know  not  when 
“  He  purpofes  to  come  again.” 

This  poor  account,  fo  vague  and  blind. 
With  his  known  profligacy  join’d, 

The  town  with  ftroag  fufpicions  fill'd 
lie  had*  like  Cain ,  his  brother  kill'd  z 
A  flriS  Inquiry  f t r a i t  began 
lr  they  could  find  the  murder'd  naan, 

I  hey  fearch'd  thro'  all  the  waters  nigh 
With  unremitting  induftry  j 
Of  Gcgmagog*,  explored  the  wells 
f  orough  aif  their  fubterraneous  cella^ 
Examin’d  all  the  manfion  round 
Outhoufes,  (tables,  garden,  ground. 

If  in  fome  private  nook  or  cave 
They  might  difeiofe  a  recent  grave  5 
Lafi:  they  furvey'd  the  barn,  where  lay 

*  Bills  f 9  called  about  three  mile:  fouth  cf 
Cambridge,  and  perhaps  about  four  from 
Hornfey.  On  thefe  hills  is  the  feat  of  the  Lord 
Godo!  phin*  The  fe  arching  of  the  wells  there 
is  a  fir  eng  proof  cf  the  apprehenfion  cf  the 
neihbourhood  that  murder  had  been  committed^ 
and  of  their  determination ,  and  indefatigable 
affiduity  to  dif cover  it  if  pojjible » 
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Conceal'd  th ■  exanimated  clay, 

But  naught  uncommon  met  their  eyes,  > 

No  hillock  was  obferv’d  to  rife' 

Above  the  level  of  the  floor. 

Nor  could  they  trace  one  flaio  of  gore,  > 
But,  juft  about  to  quit  the  place. 

They  mark’d  upon  the  vacant  fpace 
A  wither'd  draw,  that  flood  upright  f. 
Surprized^  and  ftartled  at  the  fight, 
Convinced  that  ftubble  could  not  grow,  ^ 
They  all  refolv’d  to  dig  below  : : 

They  dug  with  moft  laborious  pains. 

Till  they  defcry’d  the  dire  remains, 

Which  from  the  dark  recefs  they  drew, 

And  brought  the  butcher’d  Corpfe  to  view* 

The  artful  villain,  who  fuppofed 
fin  coutd  never  he  difelofed, 

And  boldly  ftaid  through  all  the  time,- 
As  if  unconfcions  of  a  crime. 

They  feizred  before  the  news  wasfpread,  -* 
And  to  a  neigbouring  JuJtice  led. 


t  A  withered  Straw  Jlanding  upright  in  a 7 
floor  mud  naturally  lead  a  fpe£lator  to  conclude  * 
that  the  ground  where  it  rifes  has  been  broken  ' 
up ,  and  that  the  draw,  when  the  earth  was 
thrown  together  again ,  was  accidentally  left  by  v 
mixing  with  the  earth  in  that  pofition ,  as  a 
withered  piece  of  Hubble  can  never  have  cwjy 
feed  or  root  below  to  fupport  it * 
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Who  to  the  County-Jail  *  confWj 
The  prifoner  there  to  be  confined 
Till  the  affize  in  courfe  fhotild  come 

eXn*°re  ^ls  cau^>  fix  his  doom, 
fhe  aoize  was  held,  the  wretch  appeared^ 
~<nL.aHnted  hts  indidment  heard, 

And  pleaded  guiltlefs  to  the  charge 

X^lo  !  the  daughter  f  gave  at  large 
1  he  hiitory  of  the  horrid  ad; 

As  we  before  rehears’d  the  fad  f 
1  he  court  the  narrative  receiv’d, 

Th’  account  beyond  a  doubt  believ’d 
While  horror  thrill’d  thro’  ev'ry  mind 
Horror  with  execration  join’d,  *  * 

A  mifereant  fhouid  be  found  fo  bafe, 
ao  cruel  in  the  human  race.- 


When  the  judge  rofe  with  awful  breatfr 
T  award  the  criminal  to  death, 

“  O  barbarous, -barbarous  man*!'  he  crv’d, 

“  Aurfi  into  tears;  and  deeply  figh’d, 

“To  (lied  a  worthy  Brother’s  bloo’d, 

“  To  you  fo  merciful  and  good  !” 

“  Not  barbarous  at  all,  my  Lord, 

(  1  lx  audacious  wretch— ^1  fcora  the  word? 

*  At  Cambridge . 

t  About  thirteen  years  of  age,  if  I  rightly 
remember* 


GIBBONS’s  POEMS. 


99 


'“  For  I  know  nothing  of  the  fact, 
f£  Charge  not  on  me  another’s  aft.”  * 

The  time  between  the  fentence  paft 
And  that  in  which  he  breath’d  his  laft3 
Stupid,  prophane,  and  impudent 
Without  the  lead  remorfe  he  fpent. 

At  length  arrived  the  awful  day, 

When  he  his  forfeit  life  fhould  pay  t 
Him  and  two  malefaftors  more  § 

The  cart  to  execution  bore  ; 

When- to  the  fatal  fpot  they  came. 

He  infoiently  made  a  claim 
Jo  take  the  gallows’  upper  hand. 

And  in  the  line  fuperior  Rand  ; 

Thus  guilty,  fenfelefs,  hard’ned  he 
Was  launch’d  into  eternity, 

T’  appear  before  the  Lord  of  all, 

Ann  hear  his  doom  beyond  recal  * 

A  d^m  from  mortals  though  concealU 
i  atiembled  worlds  to  be  reveal’d. 

When  bowing  from  th’  eternal  ikies 

.  +  ^  '7e  words  of  the  judge,  according  to  my 
intelligence,  were  “  barbarous  Jonathan  Ste¬ 
vens,  to  kill  fo  good  a  brother.  ”  The  anfwer 
of  the  murderer  was  “  not  at  all  barbarous , 
my  Lord,  **  I  know  nothing  of  the  f acid' 

■  * 

§  Two  coiners,  a  mailer  and  his  Jervant , 
the  lad  was  reprieved  under  the  gallows. 
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The  judge  (hall  hold  the  laft  afGze, 

And  Heav’n  and  Hell- (hall  take  their  GWkl 

» 

To  blifs  fuprqme,  or  pains ^unknown. 


*3 


When  the  poor  wretch  had  hung  his  hou 
<The  hangman  to  the  burgeons  pow’r 
tYielded  the  corpfe,  who  firft  explored 
Th*  interior  frame  with  wonders  Itored  ; 
Then  (tripp’d  the  fle(h  from  ev’ry  bone, 
And  left  a  naked  fkeleton  ; 
v  Which  to  this  hour  is  often  (ho wn, 

The  antient  owners  name  unknown.* 


*  My  Information  is,  that  the  body  was 'de¬ 
livered  to  the  fur geons,  that  it  w*s  anatomiz¬ 
ed ,  and  found  in  a  remarkable  Jlate  of  internal 
foundnefs .  T hat  it  is  to  this  day  Jhown  I  own 
is  rather  probable  conjectures  than  .  abfoluie 
certainly .  A  very  tall  Skeleton ,  if  I  mi  flake 
not,  is  preferved  in  Trinity  College,  Cam¬ 
bridge,  which  I  was  folds  when  1  f aw  it  a  few 
years  fince ,  was  the  fkeleton  of .  the  infamous 
Jonathan  Wylde.  ^ But  ^-Jonathan  Wylde 
was  executed  at  Tyburn,  and  did  not ■  die  for 
Murder,  fo  that  his  body  fhould-  bs  given  as  a 
punijhment  beyond  death  to  the  furgeons ,  and^ 
■was  befide ,  if  /  am  rightly  informed,  a  f  mall 
made  man  r  might  notthe fkeleton  rather  be  that 
if  Jonathan  Stevens,  the  name  of  Stevens  be- 
ring  forgotten  in  a  c  our fe  of  time ,  and  the  more 
memorable  name  of  Wylde  taking  place  in  its 

room  ? 


■ 
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Thus  lived,  thus  dy’d  this  godlefs  man. 

Cut  off  in  life’s  half  meafur’d  fpan. 

Let  all  this  narrative  attend, 

Though  ftrange,  yet  true  f  from  end  to  end. 
However  for  a  time  conceal’d 
Your  crimes  at  length  fttall  be  reveal’d. 
Where  murder  lies  a  draw  fhall  (how  ; 
From  a  dead  (talk  that  vengeance  grow, 
That  on  th’  aflaflin’s  impious  head 
Shall  death  in  all  its  terrors  (hed. 

V 

t  I  can  have  no  doubt  but  the  narrative  is 
ejfentially  true . 


rl 
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entered  into  her  Fifteen  t  h  Year, 
An  EPISTLE.! 


s. 


EAR  Anna,  I  have  long  defign’d 
From  the  warm  friendfhip  of  my  mind 
In  profe  a  letter  to  indite 
To  guide  your  foul  and  fteps  aright, 

But  HI  attempt  a  note  fublime, 

And  give  my  bed  advice  in  rhyme. 

Religion,  peace,  and  happinefs. 

All  that  can  dignify  and  blefs 
With  God  begin  :  to  know,  to  fear, 

To  love,  to  glorify  him  here,  1 
And  to  enjoy  his  blilsful  fight 
In  regions  of  fupreme  deiight. 

Is  man’s  chief  end  :  alone  in  this 

Centre  his  duty  and  his  blifs. 

\ 

However  young  in  life  you  be, 

But  late  emerg’d  from  infancy, 

\  It  is  true  that  this  epijileis  not  taken  from 
Scripture ,  and  that  it  relates  no  remarkable 
occurrence ,  but  perhaps  the  directions  contained 
in  it  j)i ay  be  both  in/truflive  and  entertaining , 
and  fo  jar  fall  in  with  the  dejign  of  our  tnif - 
cellany . 


*  A 

•  ■  r.:  . 


GIBBONS’s  POEMS. 

The  monitor  within  your  bread 
Will  to  your  ftartled  foul  at refT*, 
rl  hat  you  againft  the  God  of  Heav’n, 
From  time  to  time  offence  have  giv’n, 
Either  by  leaving  unfuIfiH’d 
What  he  in  holy  love 
Of  by  prefuming  to  break  thro’ 

I  h’  inclofures  which  this  wifdom  drew 
rihen  think  upon  the  fruits  of  fin, 
How  but  one  vitious  thought  within 
Deferves  your  Maker’s  awful  frown, 
And  calls  his  righteous  vengeance  do 
And  who  can  turn  his  wrath  afide, 
Or  his  eternal  curfe  abide  ? 

Yet  to  prevent  you  from  defpair 
Refleft  how  great  his  inerci.es  are  ; 
How  thro5  his  dear  incarnate  fon 
What  he  has  luftei’d,  what  has  done, 
He  will  our  trefpaffes  forgive. 

And  bid  repentant  Tinners  live  : 

T.  hen  to  the  great  Immanuel  fly, 

And  on  his  righteoufnefs  rely. 

Our  only  refuge  and  defence 
Againft  provok’d  omnipotence. 

When  you  forvey  yourfelf  awhole, 
And  dive  into  your  inmoft  foul 
Such  ft  range  diforders  you  may  find, 
Such  contrarieties  of  mind, 

Such  feeble  marks  of  heav’niy  birth, 
Such  ftrong  propenfities  to  earth, 
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That,  with  temptations  from  abroad 
T’  entice  you  from  the  narrow  road> 

May  foon  convince  you  that  t’  obey 
Your  God,  and  keep  the  narrow  way 
Does  all  your  higheft  pow’rs  exceed, 

And  grace  and  ftrength  celeftial  need  ; 
Then  let  your  fervent  prayers  afcend 
That  Heav’n  may  be  your  conftant  friend  ; 
Dirett  your  wand’ring  fteps  aright. 

And  aid  your  weaknefs  with  its  might. 

’Tis  true,  religion  lights  its  flame 
In  Heav’n,  and  mounts  to  whence  it  came  j 
Yet,  while  a  chriftian  fojourns  here, 

Its  luftres  in  his  life  appear  : 

To  all  mankind  he  gives  their  due  *, 

In  all  he  does  is  juft  and  true  ; 

What  Heav’n  exuberant  beftows 
Exuberant  to  others  flows. 

Delighted  to  diffufe  abroad 
The  free  donations  of  his  God. 

Be  all  thefe  virtues,  lovely  Fair, 

Your  conftant  ftudy,  conflant  care. 

And  let  the  world  around  you  fee 
Th,  e Setts  of  inward  piety  *, 

Let  all  that’s  worthy,  all  that’s  good 
By  you  be  prattised,  and  purfu’d  ; 

Be  an  epiftle  of  your  Lord, 

A  living  image  of  his  word. 

And  let  the  blight  imprefs  be  feesl 
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Without  one  fhade  or  blot  between. 

Relative  duties  claim  your  care  : 

Much  real  godlinefs  lies  there. 

Your  parents  honour,  love,  and  ferve. 

And  never  fiom  their  pleafure  fwerve, 

Unlefs  upon  a  clofe  review  1 

The  moniter  within  fhoald  fhew  (> 

They  wifh  you  what  is  wrong  to  do,  j 
And  then  with  humble  modefly 
Acquaint  them  why  you  can’t  comply. 

Your  brothers,  fillers,  all  your  kin 
By  ev’ry  gentle  method  win 
To  love  reciprocal,  and  try 
To  bind  them  all  in  amity  ; 

Sweet  grace  that,  while  it  pleafure  gives, 

Pleafure  in  rich  return  receives. 

Should  you  with  forne  good-natur’d  youth. 

Adorn’d  with  wifJom,  genius,  truth. 

For  fuch  alone  I  wilh  your  mate, 

Enter  into  the  nuptial  frate. 

Your  mother’s  pattern  keep  in  view. 

And  let  her  virtues  bloom  in  you  ; 

Study  t’  attach  your  partner’s  love, 

And  by  a  dutious  carriage  prove 
That  he,  to  whom  you  gave  your  hand 
When  Hymen  ty’d  his  dowry  band, 

Has  fix  d  your  honour  and  cfteenn 

K  2 
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And  reigns  o’er  creature-love  fupreme* 

The  counfels  which  my  lines  impart* 
Thefe  warm  effufions  of  my  heart. 

Accept  in  kindnefs,  my  young  friend. 

For  all  I  wife,  all  I  intend 
Is  center’d,  is  compiiz’din  this 
Your  prefent,  and  your  final  blifs. 

Smooth,  pleafant  may  your  voyage  be  ^ 
Thro’  time’s  or  broad,  or  narrow  fea  > 
To  fhores  of  bled  eternity  t  j 

But  (hould  your  couife  with  ftorms  be  vext 
Faffing  thro’  this  life  to  the  next, 

May  holy  calms  poflefs  your  bread, 

Within  at  anchor  and  at  reft  ! 

The  roaring  wave,  the  raging  blaft 
Will  make  our  Heav’n  more  fweet  at  laft> 
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A  Morning  EJACULATION,  f 

TV 

HE  Sun,  shat  funk  below  the  fight 
Had  left  our  hemilphere  to  night ; 

Now  from  his  nether  tour  returns, 

With  ruddy  rays  th’  horizon  burns, 

That  brighter  and  ftill  brighter  fpread^ 

Till  darknefs*  laft  remains  are  fled, 

And  in  full  majefty  ferene 
The  monarch  of  the  day  is  feen  : 

Clouds,  mifts,  and  dews  before  him  fly 
As  he  thro*  nature  darts  his  eye. 

Or  to  imbibe  his  iuftres  flay, 

And  give  him  back  his  orient  ray  : 

O  thou,  my  God,  fo  long  withdrawn. 

Grant  to  my  foul  a  brighter  dawn, 

TIE  unclouded  vifion  of  thy  love. 

Such  as  thy  faints  enjoy  above  ! 

O  give  me  while  I  dwell  in  clay. 

To  andetate  celeftial  day  ! 

Father  of  fpirits,  fficuld  thy  child 
From  thee  be  fever'd,  be  exiled, 

In  vain  I  fearch  the  creatures  round, 

t  Perhaps  if  young  perfons  were  to  commit 
this  and  the  next  Ej aculation  to  memory  they 
might  find  them  ufeful  and  entertaining ,  and 
the  frequen  t  recollection  of  them  might  profita¬ 
bly  employ  their  moments  of  leifure ,  efpe dally  m 
the  morning  and  evening • 
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in  them  no  vital  joys  are  found  : 

How  dim  the  light  their  fparks  convey  ! 
How  faint  at  bed  their  warmed  ray  ! 

Stars  twice  ten  thoafand  might  as  foon 
Rival  the  folar  beams  at  noon, 

As  beings,  worlds,  or  low  or  high 
The  abfence  of  my  God  fupply  * 

"I  hen  dune,  and  let  thy  fov’reign  light 
Chafe  from  my  foul  thefe  fhades  of  night  ; 
Thyfelf  in  all  thy  love  reveal, 

And  let  my  heart  thy  prefence  feel  I 

Thus,  while  viciditudes  abound, 

And  reign  thro’  all  thefe  regions  round. 
While  the  gay  fun  now  gives  the  day, 

And  now  the  night  refumes  her  fwav. 

While  nature  now  all  tranquil  lies, 

And  now  the  temped  rends  the  (kies, 

Wh  ile  wealth, and  want, and  peace  and  ftrife.y 
And  joys,  and  forrows  chequer  life, 

My  foul  fhad  fmile  in  holy  red,, 

In  thy  ferene  effulgence  bled. 

When  to  the  vale  of  death  I  gor 
And  bid  farewel  to  all  below, 

Meet  me,  O  God,  O  meet  me  there. 

There  let  me  find  a  fhepherd’s  care  t 
There  let  thy  rod  iry  path  direft ; 

Thy  ftijf  fupport,  thy  ftaff  protect  : 

Then  lead  me  up  the  radiant  way 
To  hills  of  everiafting  day  ! 

Therein  thy  beatific  fight 
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To  dwell  in  infinite  delight 
With  the  bright  millions  of  the  ikies 
In  regions,  where  no  floims  Avail  rile 
No  fins  pollute,  no  pains  annoy, 

But  all  is  one  eternal  joy. 


An  EVENING  EJACULATION. 


ORD,  while  the  darknefs  reigns  abroad 
Shine  thou  on  me  a  prefent  God  ; 

Still,  ftill  be  with  me,  for  thy  ray, 

And  not  the  Sun,  creates  my  day. 

O  thou,  whofe  nature  cannot  fleep, 

Thy  centry  at  my  pillow  keep 
And  guard  me  from  the  numerous  foes, 
That  wait  to  trouble  my  repofe. 

If  dreams  fhould  mingle  with  my  reft 
Let  them  be  fuch  as  Jacob  bleft, 


*  The  model ,  and  fever al  thoughts  take u 
from  fome  verfes  in  Sir  Thomas  Browne's 
Religio  Medici. 
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Sucn  as  may  my  bed  good  advance 
^nd  make  my  deep  an  heav’niv  trance. 

That,  when  its  filken  bonds  l  break, 

In  holy  tranfports  I  may  wake. 

Sleep  is  a  death  ;  then  let  me  try 
By  deeping  what  it  is,  to  die, 

I  hat  I  as  pleas’d  may  lay  my  head 
On  the  grave’s  couch  as  on  my  bed. 

1  his  is  a  drowfy  (late,  where  night 
Holds  a  divided  reign  with  light : 

I  deep,  I  rife,  and  deep  again. 

Amused,  beguiled  with  vifions  vain. 

O  come  that  hour,  that  morning  break, 
When  I  from  death  to  life  (hall  wake, 

W  hen,  treed  from  this  immuring  cell. 
And  bidding  this  dark  world  farewel, 

I  to  the  heay’ns  (hall  wing  my  way. 

And  from  the  heights  of  endlefs  day 
Look  down  on  this  teri eflrial  ball, 

At  home  with  god,  my  life,  my  all  l 
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_QeEP  in  a  grove  by  cypress  shaded. 
Where  mid-day  sun  had  seldom  shone, 
Or  noise  the  solemn  scene  invaded, 


A  swain,  towards  full-aged  manhood  wending. 
Sat  sorrowing  at  the  close  of  day, 

At  whose  fond  side  a  boy  attending, 

Lisp’d  half  his  father's  cares  away. 


The  father’s  eyes  no  object  wrested, 

But  on  the  smiling  prattler  hung, 

Till,  what  his  throbbing  heart  suggested, 

These  accents  trembled  from  his  tongue  : 

u  My  youth’s  first  hope,  my  manhood’s  treasure, 
“  My  dearest  Innocent,  attend, 

^  Nor  fear  rebuke,  or  sour  displeasure  : 

“  A  Father’s  loveliest  name  is  Friend. 

Some  truths  from  long  experience  flowing, 

“  Worth  more  than  royal  grants,  receive  ; 

“  For  truths  are  wealths  of  Heav’n’s  bestowing, 
u  Which  kings  have  seldom  power  to  give. 

a  Since,  from  an  ancient  race  descended, 

“  You  boast  an  unattainted  blood, 

“  By  yours  be  their  fair  fame  attended, 

“  And  claim  by  birth-right— to  be  gqo*>, 
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■«  In  love  for  every  fellow-creature, 
u  Superior  rise  above  the  crowd  ; 

•u  What  most  ennobles  human  nature 
“  Was  ne’er  the  portion  of  the  proud. 

((  Be  thine  the  generous  heart  that  borrows 
a  From  others  joys  a  friendly  glow, 

((  And  for  each  hapless  neighbour’s  sorrows 
“  Throbs  with  a  sympathetic  woe. 

“  This  is  the  temper  most  endearing, 

“  Tho’  wide  proud  pomp  her  banner  spreads, 
a  And  lreavenlier  power  good-nature  bearing, 

Ci  Each  heart  in  willing  thraldom  leads. 

“  Taste  not  from  fame’s  uncertain  fountain 
“  The  peace-destroying  streams  that  flow, 
a  Nor  from  ambition’s  dangerous  mountain 
.«  Lobk  down  upon  the  world  below. 

m  The  princelv  pine  on  hills  exalted, 

«  Whose  lofty  branches  cleave  the  sky, 
c  Ly  winds,  long  braved,  at  last  assaulted, 

“  Is  headlong  whirl’d  in  dust  to  lie  : 

«  While  the  mild  rose,  more  safely  growing, 

“  Low  in  its  unaspiring  vale, 

«  Amid  retirement’s  shelter  blowing, 

«  Exchanges  sweets  with  evTy  gale. 

M  Wish  not  for  beauty’s  darling  features, 

«  Moulded  by  Nature’s  partial  pow’r, 

«  For  fairest  forms  ’mong  human  creatures 
a  Shine  but  the  pageants  of  an  hour. 

u  I  saw,  the  pride  of  all  the  meadovr, 

^  At  noon,  a  gay  narcissus  blow 
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Upon  a  river’s  bank,  whose  shadow 
“  Bloom’d  in  the  silver  waves  below 


i  By  noon-tide’s  heat  its  youth  was  wasted, 

<£  The  waters,  as  they  pass’d,  complain’d*  > 
“  At  eve,  its  gdories  all  were  blasted, 

“  And  not  one  former  tint  remain’d. 


66  Nor  let  vain  wit’s  deceitful  glory 
“  Lead  you  from  Wisdom’s  path  astray  ; 
ic  What  genius  lives  renown’d  in  story, 

“  To  happiness  who  found  the  way  l 

In  yonder  mead  behold  that  vapour, 

“  Whose  vivid  beams  illusive  play> 
u  bar  oil  it  seerns  a  friendly  taper, 

“  To  guide  the  traveler  on  his  way  * 


~  a  But  should  some  hapless  wretch  pursuing 

«  “  T|'e,ud  ,where,  the  tVeach’rous  mcteors'  glow 

He  d  find,  too  late,  his  rashness  rueing, 
j.  hat  fatal  quicksands  lurk  below  : 


Sllc^  bubbles  nought  admiring, 

‘  Gilt  with  false  light  and  fill’d  with  air. 

•  Ho  you,  from  pageant  crowds  retiring, 

“  lo  peace  in  Virtue’s  cot  repair. 

J!w?-Sfek  the  Devei'-wastcd  treasure 
,,  ~  Whlc.h  mut-ual  love  and  friendship  give, 
»  omestic  comfort,  spotless  pleasure, 

And  blest  and  blessing  you  will  live. 


J  1/  lIeav  ,n  Vlth  children  crown  your  dwellin 
“  As  mine  its  bounty  does  with  you,  ' 
ln  fondness  fatherly  excelling, 

“  Th’  example  m  have  fylt  pursue,. 

Ju 
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He  paus’d — for  tenderly  caressing 
The  darling  of  his  wounded  heart, 

Looks  had  means  only  of  expressing 

Thoughts,  language  never  could  impart. 

Now  night,  her  mournful  mantle  spreading* 
Had  robed  in  black  th’  horizon  round, 

And  dank  dews,  from  her  tresses  shedding, 
With  genial  moisture  bathed  the  ground  * 

When  back  to  city  follies  flying, 

’Midst  custom’s  slaves  he  lived  resign’d* 

His  face,  array’d  in  smiles,  denying 
The  true  complexion  of  his  mind. 

Tor  seriously  around  surveying 

Each  character,  in  youth  and  age, 

Of  fools  betray’d,  and  knaves  betraying, 

That  play’d  upon  this  human  stage  ; 

Peaceful  himself  and  undesigning, 

He  loath’d  the  scenes  of  guile  and  strife*. 

And  felt  each  secret  wish  inclining 
To  leave  this  fretful  farce  of  life. 

Yet  to  whate’er  above  was  fated 
Obediently  he  bow’d  his  soul, 

Sor,  what  all-bounteous  Heav’n  created, 

He  thought  Heav’n  only  should  controul. 
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